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OUR  COUNTY, 


CHAPTER  I. 


O  thou  sweet  king-killer  and  dear  divorce 
'Twixt  natural  son  and  sire !" 


^         Old  John  Racket  sat  in  a  deep  high- 
backed  chair,  propped  up  with  pillows,  and 
^    although  the  sun  was  shining  brightly  upon 
^  him,  and  a  fierce  fire  blazed  within   a  few 
inches   of  his   multitude   of  blankets,  and 
wrappers,  he  trembled  as  if  with  cold,  and 
whined  piteously  about  his  bodily  infirmities. 
"Deary  me,  deary  me!"  exclaimed  the 
discontented    and   desolate   miser,    turning 
restlessly  in  his  seat.     "  1  *m  old  now,  very 
old,  and  my  bones   ache,  and  pains  of  all 
sorts  come  upon  me.  I  'd  give "  but  here 

VOL.  II.  B 
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he  checked  himself.    The  thought  of  what  he 
would  part  withal,  gave  rise  to   other  feel- 
ings, and  he  began  to  speculate  upon  what 
he  could  make  up  his  mind  to  give  once  more 
for  youth,  health,  and  strength.    "  I  should 
like  to  be  well  and  young  again,"  continued 
he,  holding  out  his  dried,  parchment-looking 
hands   to   the   fire;    "  but    it   has  taken   a 
life-time  to  get  my  money  together,  and  I 
couldn't  afford  to  part  with  much.     No,  no ! 
I  couldn't  aiford  to  part  with  much,"    re- 
peated he  in  a  whimpering  tone. 

At  this  juncture  a  spare,  lean,  sharp-nosed, 
hawk-eyed,  grizzly  woman  entered  the  room, 
bearing  a  small  basin  in  her  hand.  A  mob 
cap  with  a  deep  frill,  resembling  the  valance 
to  a  bed  tester,  concealed  the  chief  portions 
of  her  features ;  but  those  exposed  to  view 
were  of  the  hardest  and  most  flinty  character. 
A  high  checked  dress  was  fastened  tightly 
roundher  throat,  andatucker,  white  as  drifted 
snow,  protected  the  leanest  of  lean  breasts. 

"  Now  then,  sir,"  said  the  attendant,  in 
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one  of  the  hoarsest  voices  that  ever  croaked 
from  human  tongue.  "Here 's  your  groo'l," 
and  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  she  pushed 
the  unsavory  liquid  in  a  most  unceremonious 
manner  under  the  nostrils  of  her  master. 

"Oh,  Betty!"  feebly  ejaculated  the  old 
man,  "  you  're  very  kind — very  good  to  me, 
indeed.     Is  it  made  with  water?" 

"  To  be  sure  it  is,"  she  replied;  "  when 
did  I  ever  make  it  with  milk?" 

"  Once,  Betty,"  rejoined  he,  taking  the 
basin  between  his  trembling  hands;  "  once, 
Betty,  you  made  it  with  milk,  you  know." 

"Ah!"  exclaimed  the  nurse — who  com- 
bined the  whole  of  the  domestic  offices  in  her 
own  person — "  I  know  that  well  enough. 
But  from  the  row  you  made,  it  wasn't  likely 
I  should  go  and  do  it  again." 

"  I  can't  afford  it,"  returned  her  patient. 
"  We  must  be  thrifty  and  save  all  we  can, 
Betty." 

"  Well,  well!"  harshly  added  the  attend- 
ant, "  we  do  save  all  we  can,  don't  we?" 
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"It  may  be  so,"  said  the  old  man,  in  a 
piteous  tone.  "  It  may  be  so,  Betty." 

"  There  '11  be  a  different  kettle  of  fish 
though,  presently,"  remarked  the  hag,  with 
a  malignant  expression  of  countenance. 

Old  John  Kacket  stopped  in  the  act  of 
sipping  his  gruel,  and  looked  up  at  his  attend- 
ant in  a  manner  between  fear  and  inquiry. 

"  When  your  son  Jack,"  resumed  Betty — 
and  she  spoke  so  slowly  and  deliberately  that 
each  syllable  went  to  its  mark ; — "  when  your 
son  Jack,"  repeated  she,  "  comes  in  for  the 
loaves  and  fishes,  when — as  he  often  says — 
'  his  old  governor  comes  to  be  cut  up  in  one 
thick  slice  for  him,  there  '11  be  a  nice  scat- 
tering of  your  hoard,  I  expect.'  " 

There  was  an  audible  groan  from  the 
hearer's  breast  at  this  stage  of  the  proceed- 
ings, and  the  gruel  became  so  unpalatable 
that  he  at  once  resigned  the  unfinished  por- 
tion of  it  into  Betty's  hands. 

"  He  's  a  wild  young  man,"  she  observed, 
"  and  thinks  of  nothing   but   how   to  get 
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money" — the  designing  Betty  paused  in  her 
speech,  and  then  perceiving  the  effect  which 
her  last  words  produced,  continued — "  to 
spend  and  waste  in  riot.  That  ^s  the  only 
use  he  can  find  for  money,  and  money's 
worth." 

Old  John  Racket  looked  the  very  picture 
of  despair.  He  raised  his  hands  above  his 
head  supplicatingly,  and  then  clutched  them 
with  vengeance,  and  his  weak,  attenuated 
frame  became  convulsed  with  the  agony  of 
his  soul. 

''  He  '11  squander  all,"  resumed  she,  with 
an  unflinching  purpose  and  regardless  of  the 
pain  she  saw  inflicted  ;  "  there  '11  not  be  a 
penny  left,  long  before  your  name  is  dried 
hard  upon  your  tombstone." 

The  miser's  feelings  were  too  deep  for 
utterance.  His  thin,  wan  cheeks  became 
hectic,  and  his  sunken  eyes  flashed  with  the 
anger  vibrating  every  nerve,  and  running 
through  each  conduit  of  his  blood. 

''  I  see  little  good  o'  your  hoarding,"  con- 
tinued the  hag ;  "  denying  yourself  common 
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comforts,  just  to  swell  a  heap  of  gold  which 
will  be  melted  like  snow  in  summer,  as  soon 
as  your  breath  is  out  o'  your  body.  Let  us 
eat,  I  say,  and  drink,  and  be  merry,  as  he 
will  be  with  it." 

A  piercing  shriek  of  rage  broke  from  the 
old  man's  lips  as  he  raised  his  withered  arms 
from  the  folds  of  his  blankets,  and  with  up- 
turned visage,  muttered  a  curse  both  deep 
and  loud. 

"  No,  no,  Betty,"  said  he,  clasping  his 
hands,  "  he  shall  not  waste  my  gold.  No 
one — nothing  must  do  that ;  I  '11  cut  him  off 
— I  '11  disinherit  him — I  '11  take  it  with  me. 
Yes,  yes,"  and  he  chuckled  like  a  pleased 
child;  "I'll  take  it  with  me,  Betty,— I'll 
take  it  with  me !  " 

"  If  you  could,  the  devil  doubt  ye,"  broke 
in  the  hag  ;  "  there  wouldn't  be  a  grain  of 
gold  on  the  face  of  this  earth,  if  folks  had 
the  option  of  taking  it  with  'em." 

"  Not  a  grain,"  replied  the  old  man. 
"  Not  a  single  grain." 

*'  But  that 's  not  to  be,  you  know,"   re- 
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joined  she;  "it  must  he  left  behind.  Think 
of  that,  Mister  Racket.  Think  of  that, 
sir." 

"  I  do,  Betty,''  added  he,  mournfully 
shaking  his  head.     "  I  often  think  of  it." 

At  this  moment  the  quick  ear  of  the 
nurse  caught  the  well-known  footfall  of 
Jack  Racket. 

"  He  's  coming,"  said  she,  pointing  in  the 
direction  of  the  sound.  "  Your  son  's 
coming." 

"  I  '11  cut  him  off,  Betty,"  returned  he, 
in  a  whisper,  as  he  threateningly  shook  a 
raised  finger ;  "  I  '11  cut  him  off  with  a 
shilling." 

The  door  flew  back  with  violence  on  its 
hinges,  and  in  swaggered  the  scion  of  the 
noble  stock  of  Racket. 

"  What !  my  cock  raven,"  hallooed  he, 
measuring  the  nurse  from  heel  to  head,  "  are 
you  here?  Damn  me,  but  you  shall  tip  us 
a  song  before  ye  go.    How  's  the  guv'nor  ?" 

''  Better  when  left  alone,"   peevishly  re- 
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plied  his  father.     ''  Why  do  you  come  and 
disturb  me,  Jack?" 

"Disturb  ye,"  repeated  his  son;  "come, 
that 's  a  good  'un.  I  never  disturbed  anybody 
in  my  life." 

"Yes,  you  do,"  rejoined  his  father,  tapping 
the  arm  of  his  chair  quickly;  "  you  disturb 
me,  sir — you  disturb  me." 

"  The  devil  I  do,"  returned  his  son,  sitting 
on  the  edge  of  the  table,  and  swinging  his 
legs  to  and  fro.  "  Then  all  I  've  got  to  say 
is,  guv'nor,  that  you're  disturbed  with  slap- 
up  company;  that  's  all." 

"  I  wish  you  to  leave  me,  sir,"  added  the 
old  man,  with  increasing  vexation.  "  Quit 
the  room  instantly." 

"Are  you  serious,  guv'nor?"  inquired 
Jack,  with  a  comical  expression  of  counte- 
nance. 

His  father  pointed  significantly  to  the 
door. 

"  Oh  I"  ejaculated  the  other;  "  that 's  the 
line,  is  it?     Well,  it  might  suit  me  some- 
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times  to  smooth  your  hackles  by  obeying 
orders,  guv' nor ;  but  I  'm  not  in  the  humour 
just  at  this  moment.  And  so  I  won't  go, 
and  that's  flat." 

*•  You  won't?  "  hallooed  the  old  man,  in 
a  shrill  piping  voice,  and  his  whole  frame 
shaking  with  passion.     "  You  won't?" 

"No,"  replied  Jack,  "I  won't.  No  man 
can  speak  plainer,  I  think,  than  that." 

The  old  man  fixed  a  look  of  deadly  anger 
upon  his  son,  and  then  sunk  back  among 
the  pillows  in  his  chair,  exhausted  and 
speechless. 

The  nurse  hastened  to  his  assistance, 
and  during  her  occupation  of  bathing  his 
temples  with  vinegar,  chaffing  his  fingers, 
and  fanning  his  brow,  kept  up  a  running  fire 
of  reproaches  upon  the  originator  of  the 
mischief. 

"You'll  kill  your  poor,  dear  parent," 
said  she;  "that  '11  be  the  end  of  your 
cruelty." 

"Now,   then,   old    toad-in-the-hole,"    re- 
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plied  Jack,  eyeing  her  proceedings  in  a  cool 
and  collected  manner.  "  What  new  chaunt 
have  you  got  ?  I  've  always  been  killing 
the  guv'nor  according  to  your  version,  and 
if  that 's  the  fact,  he  's  as  used  to  killin'  as 
eels  are  to  skinnin'.  Damn  me,  that 's  your 
what  's  o'clock.     Chink-wink  'em  along." 

"  You  ought  to  be  ashamed  o'  yourself," 
rejoined  Betty;  "ashamed  o'  yourself." 

"  I  am,"  returned  Jack;  "  amazingly  so. 
Can't  think  how  I  shall  brush  such  a  rasper. 
Must  cram  at  it  though.  Take  him  fast  by 
the  head,  give  him  a  shake — now  your  per- 
suaders— hie-over,  and  whiz  you  go  like 
soaped  lightning.  That 's  your  time  of  day. 
Chink- wink  'em  along. 

"  You  're  a  disgrace,"  added  Betty,  revel- 
ling in  secret  at  the  opportunity  of  shewing 
off  her  own  tender  solicitude  against  the 
reckless  indifference  of  the  son ;  "a  disgrace 
to  your  very  name." 

"  You  musn't  repeat  that.  Miss  Eliza- 
beth,"   said  he,  suddenly  becoming  grave; 
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"  I  '11  not  allow  man,  woman,  or  child,  to 
say  that  Jack  Racket 's  a  disgrace  to  his 
name.  He  's  the  only  one  of  the  family 
that  was  ever  cut  out  for  a  gentleman.  And 
damn  me,  he  is  that,"  continued  he,  with  a 
self  satisfactory  shake  of  the  head,  "  every 
inch  of  him." 

"Gentle  is,  as  gentle  does,"  replied  the 
nurse ;  "  and  if  you  shewed  more  kindness 
to  your  dear,  good  father,  instead  of  driving 
him  into  fits " 

"Pooh,  pooh!"  interrupted  Jack;  "I 
never  drove  him  into  such  ugly  company  as 
the  fits.  Don't  go  for  to  come  for  to  say 
such  rum-ti-tum-with-the-froth-oflP,  Miss 
Elizabeth." 

"  I  'm  a  servant,"  rejoined  Betty,  with 
kindled  wrath;  "and  don't  want  to  be 
missed,  sir." 

"Dare  say  not,  old  tuck-an'-toss,"  re- 
turned he.  "In  too  good  quarters  to  wish 
to  be  missed;  and  yet  if  we  were  to  part 
company,  as  the  rat  said  in  the  dog's  mouth, 
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it  wouldn  't  break  my  heart  all  at 
once." 

"  A  flint  stone 's  softer  than  your  heart," 
observed  she,  "  and  would  melt  as  soon,  in 
my  opinion." 

"  In  mine,  much  sooner,"  added  he ; 
"  there  's  nothing  soft  about  Jack  Racket, 
except "  and  then  he  gave  a  long  succes- 
sion of  winks —  "  a  pretty  little  doll  of  a  gal 's 
in  the  way,  and  then  he  's  uncommon 
crummy.  Wouldn't  answer  for  any  pud- 
din'  kind  of  an  act  under  such  circum- 
stances." 

*'  Such  language  is  enough  to  make  a 
modest  woman  beside  herself,"  observed 
Betty,  with  acrimony. 

"  Don't  frighten  yourself,"  said  Jack  ;  ^'  in 
speaking  of  a  pretty  little  doll  of  a  gal.  Miss 
Elizabeth,  I  'm  no  way  alluding  to  you,  upon 
my  soul." 

The  passion  which  the  old  man  had 
worked  himself  into,  left  him  so  exhausted 
that  even  when  he  rallied  from  its  violence, 
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he  remained  almost  incapable  either  to 
speak  or  move.  His  nurse  was  uninter- 
mitting  in  her  attentions,  and  besought  him 
to  be  quiet,  and  take  no  heed  of  the  cruel, 
wicked,  and  hard-hearted  behaviour  of  his 
son.  "  For,"  as  she  said,  "  he  would  grow 
wiser,  and  know  better  as  he  grew  older." 

"  That  he  will,"  replied  the  old  man,  in  a 
feeble  voice,  but  his  eyes  sparkled  with  un- 
usual light.  "That  he  will,  Betty,"  re- 
peated he,  "  he  '11  know  much  better  when 
he  grows  older ;"  and  then  he  crowed  like 
a  pleased  infant  at  some  secret  thoughts, 
and  taking  the  hands  of  his  nurse  between 
his  own,  began  to  stroke  and  caress  them 
fondly. 

*'  If  I  didn't  feel  very  charitable,"  ob- 
served Jack,  maintaining  a  seriousness  of 
demeanour,  "  I  should  put  you  down  as  a 
couple  of  spicy  old  sinners.  You  're  set- 
tin'  a  pretty  sort  of  a  lesson,  guv' nor,  to  an 
innocent-minded  Christian  of  a  son,  you  are. 
Where  the   divil  are  my  morals  to  come 
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from,  I  should  like  to  know,  if  you  play 
these  sort  of  games  in  my  presence?'' 

"Leave  me,  sir,"  replied  his  father,  stamp- 
ing on  the  floor  ;  "  leave  me,  I  say." 

"  Do  go,"  added  Betty,  drawing  a  corner 
of  her  apron  to  her  eyes ;  "  do  go.  Master 
John.  See  how  ill  you  make  your  poor, 
dear  father.  I  won't  answer  for  what  may 
happen,  if  you  stay  any  longer." 

"  Both  of  one  mind,  eh?  "  returned  Jack. 
"  Well,  under  the  flattering  circumstances 
of  the  case,  I  think  it  better  to  make  myself 
scarce.  Good  bye,  guv'nor,"  continued  he; 
"  if  I  thought  it  wouldn't  make  you  jealous, 
I  'd  ask  for  a  lock  of  Miss  Elizabeth's  hair 
before  I  went.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Will  ye  tip 
us  a  song,  old  gal  ?  Anything  cheerful — 
the  old  hundredth  now  would  be  amazingly 
reviving;  1  could  listen  to  a  croak  o'  that 
sort  for  a  week  at  a  stretch.  That  's  your 
time  o'  day.     Chink- wink'em  along." 

"  I  '11  drop  on  my  knees " 

"  Drop  on  your  knees,  Miss  Elizabeth !" 
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interrupted  Jack,  with  a  grin ;  "  that 's  a  nice 
sort  of  tumble-down  action,  and  one  which 
might  make  me  weep.  It  would  put  rae  so 
forcibly  in  mind  of  my  clipping  mare,  Kitty 
Clive,  barking  her  knees.  However,  here  's 
off  ;  but  take  my  advice,  guv'nor,  before  I 
go,"  continued  he,  turning  upon  his  heel; 
"  let  your  gruel  and  washes  be  made  with 
brandy  instead  of  water.  It  11  improve 
your  temper  amazingly ;  and,  upon  my  soul, 
there  's  room  for  it — there  is,  indeed." 

As  the  door  closed  upon  him,  old  John 
Racket  sprang  almost  to  his  feet,  and,  point- 
ing with  a  quivering  finger,  said  in  a  husky 
voice — 

"  Go,  go,  Betty,  for  Sharp.  I  'm  in  the 
humour.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Go  for  Sharp.  Now 
— quick, — I  'm  in  the  humour,  I  tell  ye.  Ha, 
ha,  ha!  " 

Within  an  hour  the  lawyer  was  closely 
closeted  with  the  miser. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

"  Why,  ye  tenants  of  the  lake, 
For  me  your  wat'ry  haunt  forsake  ?" 

Among  the  several  branches  of  trade  con- 
tributing to  make  up  the  entire  living  of 
Eobin  the  mole -catcher,  there  was  one  of 
more  than  ordinary  value  and  profit,  in  the 
shape  of  a  neat  little  decoy  of  his  own  choice 
and  construction. 

The  situation,  of  all  others,  could  scarcely 
be  excelled  for  the  purpose  of  luring  the 
wild  fowl  to  the  meshes  which  awaited  them, 
and  doubly  cunning  must  the  flock  be  to 
suspect  the  stratagems  so  ably  planned  by 
the  wary  Robin. 

In  a  deep  oozy  marsh,  and  about  the  cen- 
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tre  of  an  extensive  flat,  on  which  nothing 
grew  but  rank  coarse  grass  and  rushes,  there 
was  a  wide  and  deep  pool,  flanked  by  a  con- 
tinued line  of  reeds.  Here  the  coot  was  en- 
couraged to  increase  and  multiply ;  for 
Robin  knew  full  well  where  he  made  his 
home,  the  mallard,  widgeon,  teal,  and 
other  denizens  of  the  swamp  felt  security, 
and  loved  to  be.  The  dusky  water  hen,  too, 
was  never  disturbed  by  Robin,  for  she  formed 
one  of  the  lures  to  the  wild  fowl,  and  what- 
ever tended  to  bring  them  within  the  pre- 
cincts of  the  pool,  was  held  free  from  harm 
and  molestation. 

But  of  all  the  assistance  which  the  mole- 
catcher — or,  as  in  this  capacity  he  should  be 
called  the  fowler — received  by  way  of 
attracting  his  victims,  nothing  approached 
that  which  he  met  with  from  two  pairs 
and  a  half  of  tame  decoy  ducks.  These 
would  quack  loudly  to  the  flock  whistling 
above  their  heads,  and  getting  them  to  stoop 
in  their  flight,  swam  among  them,  and  after 
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gaining  the  confidence  of  the  strangers,  led 
the  way  to  where  the  hemp  seed  floated  on 
the  water.  Gradually  the  channel,  up  which 
they  floated  devouring  the  dainty  food,  be- 
came more  narrow,  until  the  tunnel  net  was 
ready  to  receive  them.  Then,  and  not  till 
then,  the  decoys  hastened  to  the  rear,  shak- 
ing their  tails,  quacking,  diving,  and  express- 
ing the  most  extravagant  delight  at  their 
disgraceful  treachery. 

It  was  a  cold  and  frosty  night  in  Novem- 
ber, that  Kobin  strode  across  the  lonely 
marsh,  enveloped  in  clothing,  which  might 
have  formed  a  model  for  a  costume  to  be 
worn  at  the  North  Pole,  or  any  such  frigid 
latitude.  His  ears  were  incased  in  a  Welch 
wig,  over  which  was  stretched  the  cap  of 
moleskin  ;  round  his  neck  was  a  thick  red 
worsted  "  comforter,"  and  a  leathern  jacket 
formed  the  last  or  outward  layer  of  endless 
garments  beneath  the  surface.  A  pair  of 
long  fisherman's  boots  were  drawn  far  above 
his  knees,  and  his  hands  were  protected  by  a 
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pair  of  cold-defying  'mufflers'.  Thus  de- 
fended, Kobin  bent  his  steps  leeward  towards 
the  decoy. 

By  his  side  trotted  a  brown  curly-coated 
water  spaniel,  with  a  short  up-turned  stumpy 
tail,  bearing  a  strong  resemblance  to  a 
French  poodle.  It  was  past  belief  what 
Trump  would  do  to  assist  his  master,  and  to 
the  smallest  gesture,  the  slightest  whistle,  or 
the  softest  word,  he  was  ever  on  the  alert  to 
observe  and  obey.  Without  reward  of  any 
kind  or  sort,  Trump  took  the  greatest  in- 
terest in  the  extent  of  the  capture,  and  ex- 
erted his  powers  of  patience,  industry,  and 
endurance,  to  prevent  the  escape  of  a  single 
head.  Fearful  that  the  most  stealthy  tread 
might  scare  the  flock,  the  moment  he  caught 
a  sound  of  their  whereabouts,  he  dropped 
upon  the  ground  like  a  setter  to  a  covey  of 
partridges,  and  with  his  ears  pricked  for- 
wards, crouched,  listening  until  receiving 
orders  to  approach  or  retreat,  as  the  case 
might  be. 
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The  keen,  biting  wind  stung  Kobin's 
cheek,  and  the  hoar  frost  sparkled  in  the 
moon's  rays,  as  he  neared  the  pool.  More 
than  once  he  stopped  to  throw  his  expe- 
rienced ear  forwards,  and  as  he  did  so,  he  cast 
his  eye  upon  Trump's  movements  ;  but  as 
thatjsagacious  animal  gave  no  evidence  of  hear- 
ing the  fowl  collecting  or  feeding,  Robin  re- 
sumed his  walk.  "  We  shall  be  there  before 
'em  to-night,"  muttered  he,  "  as  I  hoped  and 
wished  ;  but  that  long  nap  o'  mine — more 
than  forty  winks,  I  know — made  me  fear  we 
were  late,  Trump.  Mustn't  get  dull  and  lazy 
in  my  old  age,  or  else  our  chance  will  be 
small  of  doing  much  at  this  work." 

Upon  reaching  the  verge  of  the  pool, 
Eobin  gave  three  low  whistles,  which  were 
instantly  responded  to  by  three  distinct 
quacks,  and  soon  afterwards  the  five  decoy 
ducks  emerged  from  a  thick  bank  of  sedges, 
into  the  open  water,  led  by  the  mallard,  who 
always  acted  in  the  capacity  of  fugleman. 
"  There,  Dick,"  said  the  fowler,  throwing  some 


OUR  COUIMTY.  21 

pieces  of  bread  to  the  leader;  "  this  is  about 
the  spot  for  you.  We  shall  have  '  em  down 
here  in  the  course  of  the  night  I  know." 

Within  some  sixty  or  seventy  yards  from 
where  Robin  had  '  planted'  his  decoy  ducks, 
was  a  small  low  hut,  composed  of  reed,  and 
so  constructed  as  to  look  like  a  part  of  the 
natural  screen  which  flanked  both  sides  of 
the  pool  and  channels  leading  to  it.  Thither 
he  proceeded,  accompanied  by  Trump,  and 
upon  removing  a  bundle  of  dried  sedges 
which  formed  the  entrance,  the  two  entered 
to  wait  the  arrival  of  the  anticipated  flight. 

Seating  himself  upon  a  log,  which  was  not 
likely  from  its  qualities  of  ease  to  lull  his 
senses  into  forgetfulness,  Robin  placed  an  ear 
to  the  aperture,  left  by  way  of  a  window, 
and  resting  his  chin  upon  one  hand,  while 
the  other  caressed  the  silky  ears  of  Trump, 
squatting  between  his  legs,  listened  with 
profound  attention  to  every  passing  sound. 

Now  the  breeze  in  gusts  swept  through 
the    reeds,  rustling  and  bending  them  as  he 
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went,  and  ruffled  the  water,  which  broke 
and  washed  against  the  banks  in  liliputian 
waves.  Then  all  was  calm  again,  and  the 
moon's  rays  were  reflected  on  the  unbroken 
surface,  as  upon  the  face  of  a  speckless 
mirror.  The  whistle  of  the  plover,  and 
"  scape"  of  the  snipe,  occasionally  were 
heard,  as  they  winged  past;  but,  as  yet, 
Robin's  lonely  watch  was  unrelieved  by 
sounds  of  a  more  desirable  nature. 

The  night  waned  apace,  and  the  lirst 
tinge  of  morn  streaked  the  east,  and  yet 
the  fowler  continued  his  lonely  vigil. 

''  Hark !  "  Trump  pricked  his  ears,  and  a 
smile  broke  the  grave  expression  on  Robin's 
features.  The  mallard  flapped  the  water 
with  his  wings,  and  his  companions  joined 
in  his  loud  call,  set  by  way  of  example. 
Suddenly,  down  stooped  the  broad  pinions 
of  a  duck,  the  leader  of  the  flight,  and  in 
his  wake,  the  whole  flock  whirled  lightly  to 
the  bosom  of  the  pool. 

The  fowler  rubbed  the  ends  of  his  fingers 
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SO  gently,  that  it  must  have  been  more  as 
an  expression  of  satisfaction,  than  as  an  at- 
tempt to  impart  warmth  to  them. 

"  Hist!  "  said  he,  between  his  teeth. 

Trump  sprang  lightly  as  a  cat  upon  his 
feet  to  the  summons ;  but,  upon  perceiving 
the  upraised  hand  of  his  master,  dropped  flat 
to  the  ground,  and  crawled  after  him  as  he 
left  the  hut,  with  the  utmost  care  and 
caution. 

Being  down  wind,  there  was  no  probabi- 
lity of  the  keen-scented  birds  discovering 
the  approach  of  Eobin  and  his  dog,  through 
the  medium  of  their  nostrils;  but  their 
ready  eyes  and  ears,  being  ever  on  the  watch 
and  listen,  it  behoved  the  daintiest  foot-fall 
to  elude  their  vigilance. 

The  flock  might  now  be  heard  nearing 
one  of  the  circular  outlets,  or  channels, 
leading  from  the  water.  This  was  formed 
so  as  to  become  gradually  smaller  from  the 
mouth,  over  which  a  netting  was  raised 
with  hoops.     At  the  farthest  end  the  purse 
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meshes  were  set,  into  which  it  was  the  pecu- 
liar offices  of  Trump  and  the  decoy  ducks 
to  drive  and  entice  the  unsuspecting  prey. 
Creeping  with  the  greatest  care  along  the 
side  of  the  pool,  protected  from  view  by  the 
screen  of  reeds,  Robin  had  the  pleasure  of 
hearing  the  wild  fowl  begin  to  eat  the 
hemp- seed,  judiciously  scattered  here  and 
there  on  the  water.  It  was  now  certain, 
unless  some  untoward  accident  occurred  to 
scare  the  birds,  that  a  capture  would  take 
place,  and,  as  the  break  of  day  began  now 
to  cast  a  stronger  light  than  was  desirable 
for  the  fowler's  object,  he  was  anxious  to 
press  the  flock  up  the  channel,  with  as  little 
delay  as  possible.  For  this  purpose,  with 
the  slightest  touch  of  a  finger,  he  caused 
Trump  to  crouch  upon  the  ground,  and, 
leaving  him  in  this  position,  turned  upon 
his  heel,  and  hastened  with  cautious  step  to 
the  head  of  the  decoy.  The  quacking  of 
his  ducks  now  became  more  audible,  and 
the  quick  chattering  of  the  wild  fowl's  bills, 
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devouring  the  hemp-seed,  could  now  be  dis- 
tinctly heard  about  midway  up  the  chan- 
nel. In  a  few  seconds,  and,  after  placing 
his  ear  two  or  three  times  to  the  water's 
edge,  Robin  gave  a  low  whistle,  which  was 
instantly  responded  to  by  a  splash  in  the 
water,  and  the  loud  barking  of  Trump. 

As  one  bird,  the  whole  flock  rose  on  the 
wing ;  but  the  netting  above  quickly  beat 
them  down  again,  while  their  treacherous 
enemies,  the  decoy  ducks,  quietly  sailed  out 
of  the  mouth  of  the  channel,  passing  Trump 
with  a  salutation  of  triumph,  and  in  no 
dread  of  that  auxiliary's  fierce  barking,  and 
lashing  the  water  into  a  perfect  foam  with 
his  energetic  exertions. 

There  seemed  no  choice  for  the  scared 
fowl  but  to  press  forward  in  a  huddled 
mass.  To  fly  upwards  was  impossible  ;  to 
retreat  was  to  face  the  very  danger  from 
which  they  turned  with  the  greatest  trepi- 
dation. Beating  the  water  with  their 
wings,     struggling    against   the    net- work, 
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and  using  every  exertion  to  effect  an  es- 
cape, the  wild  fowl  were  pressed  onward  by 
Trump  with  all  speed,  but  with  the  most 
judicious  caution.  Fearful  that  any,  with 
desperate  resolve,  might  pass  over  his  head, 
if  he  approached  too  near,  Trump  measured 
his  distance  with  consummate  generalship, 
and  maintained  a  startling  effect  with  the 
din  he  kept  up  with  the  most  lively  vigour. 

In  a  few  seconds,  the  flock  was  pressed 
through  the  tunnel  net  into  the  purses,  and 
then  the  work  of  destruction  commenced. 
Robin  snatched  one  by  one  of  the  captives 
by  the  neck,  and,  with  a  dexterous  twist, 
threw  each  lifeless  on  the  ground,  almost 
as  soon  as  touched.  For  some  minutes  the 
slaughter  continued,  and,  at  its  conclusion, 
a  heap  of  the  slain  was  counted  at  his 
feet. 

"  There,  Trump,"  said  he,  patting  the 
sides  of  his  dog ;  "  thanks  to  you  and  others, 
there 's  six  dozen  and  four  of  as  nice,  plump 
mdgeon  as  ever  went  to  market." 
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Trump  signified  a  perfect  acquiescence, 
by  giving  himself  a  vigorous  shake,  sending 
the  water  in  showers  from  his  coat,  as  from 
a  trundled  mop. 

"  ^Ye  '11  now  point  homewards,"  observed 
Kobin,  gathering  up  his  booty  in  a  wide 
and  deep  bag,  and,  throwing  it  over  his 
shoulders  with  a  loud  involuntary  "  Hah !  " 
expressive  of  its  weight,  turned  his  back 
upon  the  decoy,  and  retraced  his  steps 
across  the  marsh,  just  as  a  watchful  cock 
threw  his  first  salutation  to  the  morn. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

"Marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth, 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attorney-ship." 

By  way  of  an  exception  to  a  rule,  so 
strictly  observed  by  Jack  Racket,  that  he 
had  never  been  seen  to  deviate  from  it 
before,  that  gentleman  wore  a  look  of  reflec- 
tion one  morning,  during  his  occupation  of 
puffing  a  cup  of  tea,  and  chipping  the  end 
of  an  egg.  The  extreme  negligence  of  his 
toilet,  too,  gave  rise  to  an  impression  that 
his  mind  must  be  ill  at  ease ;  for  the  white 
cords  were  unbuttoned  at  the  knees — feet 
slippered  and  down  at  heel — his  necker- 
chief tied  with  a  slovenly  knot — chin  un- 
shorn,  and   hair    unbrushed.      There   was 
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also  a  wildness  in  his  quick  and  restless  eye, 
which  shewed  the  uneasy  condition  of  his 
thoughts. 

"  Feel  like  a  toasted  herring,"  said  Jack; 
''just  as  hot,  and  just  as  dry.  Think  my 
throat  must  be  all  dust  and  cobwebs. 
Can't  but  think  something  's  wrong — some 
screw  loose,  I  know.  Guvnor  a  closed 
book.  Whispering  with  that  polecat, 
Betty,  for  hours  together,  day  after  day, 
and  don't  know  what  it's  about.  Often 
said  he  'd  cut  me  off  with  a  button ;  but 
more  particularly  of  late.  Goodness  gra- 
cious !  "  exclaimed  he,  turning  up  his  eyes 
to  the  ceiling;  "  what  the  devil,  and  all  his 
disciples,  would  become  of  me,  if  the  flinty- 
hearted,  foxy  old  sinner  was  to  serve  his 
own  natural  born  offspring  in  that  unfeel- 
ing, ungentlemanlike  sort  of  a  manner  ?  I 
should  be  in  a  narrow  ditch,  flat  on  my 
back.  Pounded  by  all  that 's  miserable ! 
It  won't  do,"  continued  Jack,  emphatically, 
''  to  be  hung  up  in  this  style.     We  must 
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come  to  an  understanding  at  once,  right  off 
the  nail.  I  haven't  the  portrait  of  the  first 
personage  in  the  realm  left  on  a  fourpenny- 
bit  in  my  treasury,  and  how  is  the  war  to 
be  carried  on  without  the  sinews,  I  should 
like  to  be  informed?  It  's  a  melancholy 
position  for  a  man  of  spirit,  like  me,  to  be 
placed  in.  None  of  the  ready,  no  credit, 
and  not  a  friend  to  rob.  I  use  the  word 
roh^  in  its  worldly  and  most  comprehensive 
sense.  We  all  rob,  more  or  less,  and  the 
most  honest  are  those  who  have  least  oppor- 
tunities of  plundering.  Them  's  my  senti- 
ments— deny  'em  who  can?   Damn  me!  " 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  part  of  his  soli- 
loquy. Jack  swallowed  some  tea  hastily,  and 
then  resumed. 

"What  does  old  Foxy  mean  by  saying 
he  ^d  have  no  more  of  Ned  Warren's  kites, 
I  should  like  to  know?  They  're  no  use  to 
me  if  he  won't  turn  'em  into  the  circulating 
medium,  and  I  might  as  well  save  myself 
the   trouble    of  winning  them.     It 's  true 
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enough,"  continued  he,  "  that  I've  supplied 
him  with  enough  to  paste  over  every  inch 
of  the  walls  of  his  house ;  but  then  they 
haven't  come  to  the  value  only  of  their 
stamps  as  yet,  I  know.  There's  the  family 
plate,  the  family  portraits,  the  family  odds 
and  ends  of  one  kind  or  another,  which 
would  fetch  a  good  round  sum  at  the 
hammer,  and  there  can't  be  any  mortgage 
on  them.  I  don't  suppose  'Torney  and  the 
guv'nor  have  come  to  tying  those  little 
scraps  up.  At  least,  if  they  have,  it 's  what 
may  be  called  a  dirty  piece  of  business. 
I  'm  sure,"  continued  he  with  a  whine, 
*'  I  've  done  the  best  I  could  for  both  the 
mouldy  old  sinners.  I  caught  the  flat, 
accordin'  to  orders,  skinned  him  as  clean 
as  an  eel,  and  haven't  had  my  whack. 
That 's  what  I  complain  of — I  haven't  had 
my  whack.  Guv'nor  had  his,  of  course — 
'Torney  had  his,  no  doubt.  But  I,  the 
gentleman  what  did  the  trick,  is  treated  in 
a  scaly,  mean,  and  pickpocketing  kind  of  a 


6Z  OUK  COUNTY. 

manner.  I  offered  these,"  said  Jack,  hold- 
ing out  a  roll  of  bills,  "  to  guv'nor  last 
night  for  ^n^  bob  in  the  pound,  and  he 
told  me  they  were  not  worth  one.  Pretty 
sort  of  information  that !  What  was  the 
use  of  giving  myself  the  trouble  of  going 
on  circumventing  Master  Green,  and  the 
head  of  the  family  of  Flatman,  if  he  was 
quite  browned,  I  should  like  to  know  ? 
Why  not  have  told  me  in  a  frank,  open, 
and  generous  style,  it  was  all  up  with  his 
patchwork?  That  would  have  been  a  manly, 
sporting,  straight,  flyover,  proceeding.  In- 
stead of  which,  I  'm  deceived,  taken  in,  and 
done." 

Jack  came  to  a  slight  check  in  the  sum- 
ming up  of  his  grievances,  but  quickly 
resumed. 

"  Haven't  a  flimsy  in  the  wide  world  to 
go  to  Newmarket  with,  and  what 's  worse, 
don't  know  where  to  raise  one.  Guv'nor 
wouldn't  fork  out  a  fiver  to  save  me  from 
the  pillory,  I  believe,  unless  he  was  to  get 
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something  by  it.  A  pretty  sort  of  a 
guv 'nor  he  is  !  Shouldn't  wonder  if  he 
isn't  held  up  as  a  sort  of  model  parent;" 
and  then  Jack  laughed  loudly,  which,  so 
far  from  conveying  any  hilarity  in  its  tone, 
rather  added  to  the  general  mournfulness 
of  his  visage. 

"  You  're  merry,  sir,"  observed  a  voice, 
in  the  thin,  piping  tone  of  age — "  very 
merry ; "  and  upon  turning  round,  Jack 
perceived  the  attenuated  form  of  his  father 
being  supported  into  the  room  by  Betty  the 
nurse. 

"Oh!  is  that  you,  guv'nor?"  returned 
Jack.  "Didn't  know  I  was  in  such  jolly 
good  company.     How's  the  spavin?" 

*' Bad,  boy — very  bad,"  replied  the  old 
man,  as  he  feebly  tottered  to  his  seat. 
"I'm  sinking,  Jack.  I  fear  I'm  going  to 
that — " 

"  Don't  say  where,"  interrupted  Jack. 
"  It 's  impossible  to  say,  you  know,  where 
we  go  to  after  we  're  flung  out  of  the  pig- 
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skin  of  this  life.  It 's  a  sort  of  dark  affair 
altogether." 

"  You  '11  be  sorry  to  lose  your  poor  old 
father,  Jack,  won't  ye  ?"  asked  the  invalid, 
looking  under  his  shaggy  brows  with  a 
bright,  searching,  and  twinkling  eye. 

^'  Amazingly  so,''  rejoined  his  son.  "  I 
shall  quite  cry,  you  may  depend  on't.'' 

"  And  you  think  I  believe  you,  Jack,  do 
ye  ?"  returned  his  father. 

"  Certainly,"  added  Jack.  "  Every  gent 
is  believed  on  his  word.  It 's  understood  be- 
tween gents,  that  one  gent  is  never  to  doubt 
another  gent's  assertion.  I  've  heard  thun- 
dering lies  told  many  a  time,"  continued 
he,  "  and  yet  just  say  what  one  of  'em 
was,  and  your  teeth  would  be  rammed  and 
jammed  down  your  throat,  your  eyes  put 
into  deep  mourning,  your  nose  flattened 
flatter  than  a  wafer,  with  a  few  other  visits 
of  we  met  before,  and  we  '11  meet  as^ain  ! " 

'^  Give  me  my  tea,  Betty,"  said  the  in- 
valid, stretching  out  his   bird-claw-looking 
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hand.     "  I  mustn't  doubt  him,   you  hear, 
Betty.     I  mustn't  doubt  him." 

"  'T  isn't  worth  while,  as  I  know  on," 
returned  the  attendant,  like  the  hoarse  caw 
of  a  rook.     ''  Will  you  have  any  sugar?" 

"No,  no,"  hastily  rejoined  her  master; 
"  no  sugar.  I  can  do  without  it,  Betty ;  I 
can  do  without  it." 

"  There  it  is  then,"  she  added,  handing 
him  the  beverage,  and  steadying  his  palsied 
hand  as  he  raised  it  to  his  lips. 

"  What  a  tender-hearted  creetur  you  are, 
Miss  Elizabeth,"  remarked  Jack,  who  never 
permitted  a  chance  to  escape  of — as  he 
described  it — '  taking  a  rise '  out  of  the 
attendant.  "  Pity  you  haven't  a  little 
sucking  babby  of  your  own  to  fondle,  give 
pap  to,  and  all  that  line  of  business.  It 
would  make  a  pretty  picture  of  domestic 
bliss." 

"  Now  then,"  replied  Betty,  with  a  frown 
of  wrath  upon  her  brow,  "  we  don't  want 
any  of  your  chaff  this  morning,  sir.** 
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*'0h!  we  don't  —  don't  we?"  rejoined 
Jack,  lolling  his  head  on  the  back  of  his 
chair,  and  stretching  out  his  legs.  "  Pray, 
ma'am,  who  are  in  the  firm  to  make  it  we  ? 
Is  it  John  Kacket  and  Elizabeth  Grudgeall, 
or  Grudgeall  and  Racket,  or  Grudgeall  and 
Company,  or  Grudgeall  without  the  Co., 
eh  ?  Which  is  it,  my  up-and-down,  hit-'em- 
straight,  right-and-left,  pick-me-up,  antique 
virgin,  eh?" 

"  Be  silent,  sir,"  said  his  father,  stamping 
a  foot  on  the  ground  with  anger ;  "be 
silent,  sir,  or  leave  the  room." 

"  I  won't  do  either  one  or  the  other," 
returned  Jack,  "  unless  I  'm  bribed.  It 
was  all  tumble-down- Dick  with  me  a  few 
minutes  since — regularly  flat  upon  my  luck. 
But  an -out -an -outer  like  me 's  never  down 
long.  Your  high  bred  uns  never  are. 
Damn  me,  I'm  all  fly.  That's  your  time 
o'  day  !    Chink- wink  'em  along." 

"What  a  boy  it  is,  Betty!"  ejaculated 
old  John  with  a  chuckle,  changing  suddenly 
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like  a  child  from  rage  to  good  humour. 
*'He's  my  son,  Betty.  Jack 's  my  son. 
He,  he,  he!" 

*'  Ha !"  returned  Jack,  with  a  long  drawn 
hiss  between  his  teeth,  which  ended  in  some- 
thing like  a  whistle.  "  I  am  your  son,  sir, 
and  no  mistake;  and  if  you  had  a  spark  of 
fire  in  your  old  tinder-box  of  a  buzzum, 
you'd  shed  tears  of  joy  at  the  thought." 

"  Why,  Jack,  why?"  asked  his  father. 

'*  You  may  well  ask  why,"  sneered  Betty, 
with  a  curl  on  her  lip,  as  she  measured 
Jack  slowly  from  heel  to  head.  ^'  You 
may  well  ask  why,  Mister  Racket,  senior." 

''  And  Mister  Racket,  junior^  will  answer 
the  question  without  much  loss  of  time," 
rejoined  Jack,  snapping  a  finger  and  thumb, 
"  you  fiddle-headed,  hatchet  nosed,  cock- 
eyed, hog-jawed,  wry-necked,  mangy-skin- 
ned, cantankerous  old  fee-male-she  of  the 
GrudgeaUs!" 

"  He,  he,  he !  "  laughed  old  John.  "  He, 
he,  he !  "  and  then,  turning  to  his  attendant 
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said,  "What  a  boy  it  is,  Betty!   but  he's 
ray  son.     Jack's  my  son.     He,  he,  he!  " 

*'  And  great  is  the  joy,"  returned  the  nurse, 
with  a  Satanic  laugh.  '*  Great  is  the  joy ;  and 
since  it  would  be  a  pity  to  interfere  with  so 
much  happiness,  I  '11  leave  ye  to  your  two 
selves,  father  and  son,"  continued  she. — 
''  When  you  want  me,  Mr.  Racket,  senior, 
you  can  ring  the  bell,  or  call  out  loud ;  and 
if  I  don't  hear  ye  for  an  hour  or  two,  put  it 
down  to  sudden  deafness.  I  was  once  so 
afflicted,  some  time  since,  you  know,  when  you 
were  seized  with  a  fit,  and  must  have  died  on 
the  floor,  if  I  hadn't  come  in  just  when  I  did." 

"  Don't  go,"  entreated  the  old  man,  raising 
his  hands  in  a  beseeching  attitude;  don't 
leave  me,  Betty." 

"  Yes,  I  will,"  she  returned;  I  '11  leave  you 
now,  this  moment ;  and  my  humour  must  be 
different  before  I  come  back  again,  too." 

Thus  speaking,  she  closed  the  door  upon 
her  heel,  with  a  short  and  loud  slam. 

"  And  a  tip-top  jolly  good  riddance !"  hal- 
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looed  Jack  ;  "  but  leave  us  a  lock  of  your 
hair,  Miss  Elizabeth,"  continued  he,  at  the 
strained  pitch  of  his  voice,  "just  to  put  one 
in  mind  of  the  fiddle-headed,  hatchet-nosed, 
cock-eyed,  hog-jawed,  wry-necked,  cantan- 
kerous, old  fee-male-she  of  the  Grud^^e- 
alls." 

"  Be  quiet!"  said  his  father,  with  a  fierce 
tone  and  gesture ;  "  be  quiet,  or  I  '11  curse 
ye.  She  's  gone,"  continued  he,  whimpering. 
"  She's  gone  ;  what  shall  I  do  ? — what  shall 
I  do?" 

"  Gammon !"  ejaculated  his  son.  "  She  '11 
come  back  again;  don't  be  afraid." 

"  Betty 's  the  only  one  that  cares  forme," 
whined  the  old  man. 

"Humbug!"  returned  Jack.  I  care  for 
you,  don't  I  ?  Here,  take  a  pull  at  your 
tea,  and  let  me  drop  a  little  brandy  into  it," 
continued  he,  taking  a  flask  from  his  pocket. 
"  I  always  carry  this  reviver  about  with  me, 
and  the  miracles  it  works  on  my  spirits  are 
wholly  wonderful  sometimes." 

In  a  few  minutes  there  was  a  great  change 
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in  the  temper  of  old  John  Racket,  and  he 
again  began  to  chuckle  at  the  rough  expres- 
sions, jests,  and  reckless  humour  of  his  son. 

"  Come,  guv'nor,"  said  he,  "  you  're  better 
now,  an't  ye ! '' 

"  Much,"  replied  his  father,  "  much  better, 
Jack.  I  feel  warm  and  comfortable,  boy, 
to  the  ends  of  my  toes ;  and,  egad !  but  I 
could  chirrup  like  a  cricket  again." 

"  Ah  !'*  exclaimed  his  son,  compressing  his 
lips,  and  looking  at  the  ceiling  immediately 
above  his  head.  ''  There  's  nothing  like 
brandy." 

"  So  I  think.  Jack,"  rejoined  the  old  man, 
holding  out  his  empty  cup,  with  a  covetous 
expression.  *' He,  he,  he!  Give  me  some 
more,  lad." 

"  No,  no,"  returned  Jack:  "  not  yet  guv- 
'iior.  Brandy  is  brandy,"  continued  he. 
"It  isn't  new  milk,  nor  water-gruel,  nor 
washy  tea;  but  brandy  25  brandy !" 

''  I  like  it,"  added  the  old  man,  smacking 
his  lips;  "  I  like  it,  boy." 

"  So  do  I,"   said  his  son,   ''  as  a  fish  likes 
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water  ;  but  we  musri't  take  it  in  such 
quantities, you  know — particularly  at  break- 
fast time." 

"  By-an'-by,  then,"  said  his  father,  *4et  me 
have  some  more,  by-an'-by,  Jack.  It  does  me 
good  ;  I  feel  it  does  me  good." 

"Famous  cock-nurse,  an't  I,  guv'nor?" 
asked  his  son. 

"Capital,"  replied  the  old  man.  "You 
shall  give  me " 

*'  Talking  of  giving,"  interrupted  Jack, 
"  puts  me  in  mind  of  what  I  want.  Will  you 
give  me  some  money  to  go  to  Newmarket 
with?" 

"  Money !"  repeated  his  father,  as  if  weigh- 
ing the  word.    "  Money,  Jack?" 

"  Ay,  to  make  more  with,"  rejoined  the 
other.  ^'  You  shall  stand  in  with  win- 
nings." 

"  But  with  the  losings,"  quickly  returned 
the  old  man.  "  What  with  the  losings, 
Jack?" 

"  Oh  !"  added  his  son,  with  a  short  dry 


42  OUR  COUNTY. 

cough.       ^'I    should   bear   the   losings,    of 
course.'' 

"  With  my  money,  eh  ?"  said  the  old  man, 
with  a  cunning  sneer. 

"  You  've  stood  in  many  a  good  thing 
with  me,  guv'nor,"  replied  his  son,  "and 
ought  to  have  a  little  confidence  in  my 
specs." 

"  I  Ve  done  with  specs,"  replied  his  father; 
"I'm  too  old  to  run  risks  now.  I  must 
keep  what  I  've  got." 

"  It 's  all  very  well,"  grumbled  Jack,  "  for 
you,  guv'nor,  to  talk  about  keeping  what 
you ' ve  got ;  but  the  boot 's  on  the  other  leg 
with  me.     I  've  none  to  keep — blister  me !" 

"  You  should  have  been  more  careful." 

"  Don't  talk  to  me  about  being  careful, 
guv'nor,"  interrupted  his  son.  "  I  hate  the 
very  word  careful.  There 's  more  danger  in 
being  careful  than  in  any  other  kind  of 
human  weakness.  Let  a  man — or  I  should 
say  a  muff— only  ride  careful,  and  he  's  sure 
to  break  his  worthless  neck." 
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''  If  that  be  so,''  said  his  father,  "you  '11 
never  break  yours,  I  'm  told.'' 

"  1  should  think  not,"  rejoined  Jack.  "As 
I  've  said  before,  and  I  '11  say  again,  in  my 
last  dying  speech  and  confession, — take  'em 
fast  by  the  head,  give  'em  a  shake,  cram  in 
the  gafts — hie  over — and  whiz-z-z  you  go 
like  a  bullet.  That's  your  time  o'day! 
Chink- wink  'em  along." 

"  You  're  a  boisterous,  rollicking  blade. 
Jack,"  observed  the  old  man ;  "  but  will  never 
make  a  man  of  business." 

"  Business ! "  repeated  his  son.  "  I  was 
born,  cut  out,  stamped,  and  intended  for  a 
gentleman.  Nature  gives  the  duck  web-feet 
to  swim  with,  and  she  just  as  much  designed 
me  for  a  bang-up  sportin'  gent  in  every  par- 
ticular." 

"  A  wild  boy,"  remarked  his  father — "  a 
wild  boy." 

"  But  I  want  to  ask  you  a  few  serious 
questions,  guv'nor,"  continued  his  son.  "  Will 
you  lend  me  some  money?" 
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"  Not  a  shilling,"  was  the  ready  answer. 

"  Will  you  give  me  some  ? "  persisted 
Jack. 

"  Not  a  penny." 

**  Plain,  straight  forward;  but  not  agree- 
able," returned  Jack.  "  However,  I  've  got 
one  or  two  more  to  ask.  Do  you  think, 
guv'nor  " — and  he  spoke  slowly — "  do  you 
think  'Torney  a  very  rich  man?" 

''Yery,"  replied  his  father;  "and  I 
know  it." 

"  That 's  an  improvement  on  thinking," 
rejoined  his  son.  *' Then  it  isn't  all  bubble 
and  squeak  about  'Torney's  plunder,  eh? 
So  far,  so  good.  What  do  you  say  to  the  chip 
of  the  old  block,  his  daughter,  Maud?" 

"  His  daughter  Maud !"  repeated  old  John, 
drawing  a  hand  across  his  forehead,  as  if  the 
question  had  bewildered  him.  "What  of 
her?  " 

"  Ay,"  replied  Jack,  "  that 's  what  I  want 
to  know.  Is  she,  can  she,  may  she,  icill  she 
be  rich,  guv'nor?  " 
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''  All  he 's  got,"  rejoined  his  father,  looking 
at  his  son  with  a  staring  gaze;  ''she'll 
have  all  he's  got." 

"And  that's " 

"A  nice  round  sum,  Jack — a  nice  round 
sum.     But " 

''  But  me  no  buts,"  hallooed  Jack.  "  I  'm 
in  love  with  her,  guv'nor,  from  her  fetlock 
joints  to  the  ends  of  her  quill-tipped  ears. 
What  do  you  say  to  that?  " 

"  Humph  I "  returned  the  old  man  thought- 
fully.    "Humph!" 

"  She  's  a  clean  limbed,  nice  shaped, 
crummy  bit  of  muslin,"  added  his  son;  "and 
with  a  nice  round  sum,  as  you  call  it,  what 
could  a  man  want  more?  " 

"  Hush,  Jack !"  said  his  father,  placing  a 
finger  upon  his  lips,  and  dropping  his  voice 
to  a  whisper;  "  Hush,  don't  speak  so  loud; 
she — Betty — will  hear  us.  Alucky  thought. 
He,  he,  he!  A  lucky  thought.  You  shall 
have  her,  boy ;  yes,  yes,  you  shall  have  her. 
We  '11  join  your  hands  and  our  purse.    He, 
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he,  he !  A  capital  thought — a  lucky  thought 
— a  famous  thought !  " 

''  You  've  not  said  anything  about  our 
hearts,  guv'ner,"  remarked  Jack,  with  a 
wink. 

"Hearts!  "  repeated  the  old  man  in 
almost  a  shriek.  "  Pooh,  pooh !  There  are 
no  such  things  as  hearts.  The  young  think 
there  are ;  but  the  old  know  there  are  not. 
Hearts !  Pshaw !  Money,  Jack,  money !  join 
that.  Heap,  heap  to  heap.  Pile,  pile  to 
pile.  Tha.t  's  the  world's  heart.  Jack,  which 
throbs  with  a  mighty  power.  He,  he,  he  ! 
Hearts !  Windy-puff  balls !  Let 's  talk  of 
money." 

*'  With  my  heart  of  hearts,"  added  Jack. 
"More  particularly,"  continued  he,  "with 
a  view  of  touching  the  ready." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"  Waken  !  lords  and  ladies  gay, 
On  the  mountain  dawns  the  day. 
All  the  jolly  chase  is  here, 
With  hawk  and  horse,  and  hunting  spear  ; 
Hounds  are  in  their  couples  yelling, 
Hawks  are  whistling,  horns  are  knelling  ; 
Merrily,  merrily  mingle  they  ; 
Waken  !  lords  and  ladies  gay!" 

Tom  Piper's  back  was  somewhat  crooked 
with  age,  and  his  hair  was  whiter  than  hoar- 
tipped  heather,  and  his  nose  appeared  de- 
cidedly inclined  to  meet  the  tip  of  his  chin, 
and  his  eyes  lacked  the  fire  of  youth.  But 
where  within  our  county  was  there  one  who, 
''take  him  for  all  in  all,"  looked  the  picture 
by  the  cover  side  that  Tom  did?  So  scru- 
pulously neat  was  the  snowy  cravat,  rolled 
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and  pinned  about  his  neck,  that  the  question 
arose  in  the  observing  mind  as  to  the  means 
of  placing  it  there,  with  never  so  much  as  a 
single  crease  or  wrinkle  in  its  folds.  Then 
the  black  velvet  cap,  pitched  rather  more 
than  usual  upon  the  forehead,  left  a  con- 
siderable portion  of  short  white  hairs  visible 
from  the  rear,  and  a  square  bow  of  black 
ribband,  of  more  than  common  dimensions, 
on  the  back  part  of  the  cap,  gave  it  a  finish 
of  no  ordinary  kind.  His  single-breasted 
scarlet  coat  was  buttoned  tightly  over  his 
bosom,  and  the  spare  stirrup  leather  hung 
across  his  shoulders,  looked  as  ornamental  as 
occasionally  it  proved  useful.  There  was 
something — an  inexpressible  something — 
about  Tom  Piper's  breeches,boots,  and  spurs, 
which,  when  the  eye  fell  upon  them,  there  it 
remained  riveted  as  if  by  fascination.  They 
were  not  iashionable,  nor  delicate,  nor  tight 
fits,  nor  anything  that  any  one  word  could 
convey  a  proper  description  of.  But  the  entire 
design  and  completion  of  the  whole,  was  as 
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perfect  as  breeches,  boots,  and  spurs  could 
be.  His  heavy  double  thong  whip,  also, 
looked  the  choice  of  no  common  or  vulgar 
taste.  It  was  a  weapon  which  only  a  thorough 
whipper-in,  knowing  his  duties  well,  and 
capable  of  performing  them,  could  have 
cracked  to  the  sterns  of  hounds  with  any 
thing  like  satisfaction  to  his  master,  or 
discipline  to  the  pack. 

It  might  not  be  that  Tom  Piper  looked 
happier,  it  might  not  be  that  Tom  Piper 
looked  so  happy,  as  when  with  the  trencher-fed 
hounds,  on  the  sly,  he  blew  his  horn  at  break 
of  day,  and  with  his  young  master  scoured 
the  hills,  making  them  ring  with  their  joyous 
cheers  and  halloos.  But  be  this  as  it  may, 
never  did  Tom  Piper  appear  to  greater  per- 
sonal advantage,  than  superbly  mounted  one 
morning  late  in  autumn,  when  the  sered 
leaves  had  fallen  from  the  nipping  breath  of 
winter's  heralds,  he  led  the  pack  through  a 
narrow  winding  lane,  at  a  gentle,  easy  trot. 
Not  that  he  took  upon  himself  any  of  the 
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responsibilities  of  huntsman.  Sir  Edward 
had  long  since  learned  by  the  best  of  monitors, 
in  all  matters  pertaining  to  things  beneath 
the  moon — experience — how  a  fox  should  be 
quickly  found,  run,  and  fairly  killed,  and 
taking  the  deepest  interest  in  these  duties,  he 
invariably  performed  them  himself.  It  is 
almost  needless  to  add  that  the  no  less  im- 
portant offices  of  whipper-in  and  kennel's- 
man  were  as  ably  achieved  by  Tom  Piper. 

There  is  not,  in  merry  stalwart  England, 
a  more  heart-stirring,  inspiring  sight  than 
the  Meet.  In  brilliant  scarlet  and  sombre 
green ;  in  unpretending  drab,  and  more  dis- 
tinguished cords  and  leather;  white  tops, 
mahogany  brown,  party-coloured  shoes  and 
gaiters;  caps,  hats,  straw  thatches;  some 
afoot,  but  more  mounted.  From  the  high- 
conditioned  hunter,  with  his  satin-like  skin 
glistening  in  the  sun,  like  the  varied  hues  of 
the  opal,  to  the  shoemaker's  obstinate  donkey, 
on  which  his  eldest  born  strides,  flourishing 
a  cudgel  of  no  ordinary  thickness  ;  in  short. 
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all  sorts,  sizes,  colours,  are  assembled  and 
jostled  together,  to  form  the  motley  and  ex- 
clusively English  picture  of  the  Meet. 

Upon  turning  a  curve  in  the  lane,  Tom 
Piper  came  upon  a  small  piece  of  waste  land 
by  the  roadside,  on  which  a  few  geese,  and  a 
hissing,  pugnacious  gander,  bit  the  short, 
coarse  grass,  and  here  the  expectant  crowd 
were  awaiting  their  arrival. 

"  Hoo-ray !  "  hallooed  throngs  of  urchins, 
perched  and  clustering  like  rooks  on  the 
boughs  of  the  neighbouring  trees.  "  Hoo- 
ray !"  continued  they  until  the  welkin  rang 
far  and  wide  with  their  whoops  and  din. 

Tom  Piper  lifted  his  cap  from  his  frosted 
brow  as  a  mark  of  deferential  respect  to  the 
field,  and  dismounting  stood  with  the  hounds 
grouping  about  him  and  his  horse. 

"  A  nice,  likely  morning  for  a  good  scent, 
Tom,"  remarked  farmer  Stockley,  mounted 
on  that  uncertain  tempered  animal,  the 
do-as- 1 -like  Buttercup. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Tom  casting  his  eyes  to 
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windward,  "if  there  be  any  truth  in  the 
southerly  wind  and  a  cloudy  sky,  we  shall 
have,  as  you  say,  sir,  a  scent,  which  '11  allow 
hounds  to  carry  a  head." 

•'And  our  first  draw  *s  a  sure  find," 
rejoined  the  fiiriner. 

"  As  certain,"  returned  Tom,  who  was 
rather  a  dealer  in  similies  than  otherwise ; 
"as  certain,"  repeated  he,  '^as " 

"  Toby  Philpot  will  be  drained  to  the  best 
kill  o'  the  season  at  night,"  added  a  voice. 

And  there,  close  to  his  elbow,  stood  Pug, 
with  his  shark'like  teeth  exposed  to  the 
utmost  width  of  his  jaws. 

"  Who  made  you  a  prophet  ?  "  asked  Tom, 
regarding  Pug  with  something  of  indigna- 
tion. Perhaps  it  was  a  liberty  to  anticipate 
the  probable  fact  of  drawing  Toby  Philpot. 

"  Who  made  me  a  prophet.  Mister  Thomas 
Piper?  "  repeated  Pug,  burying  his  hands  in 
the  pockets  of  his  trowsers,  and  raising  his 
shoulders  on  a  level  with  his  ears.  "  Who 
made  me  a  prophet  ?  " 
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*'  Ha !"  ejaculated  farmer  Stockley.  "  Who 
made  you  a  seer?" 

''  Ha!"  mocked  the  grinning  Pug.  "  Who 
made  me  a  seer?" 

Both  Tom  Piper  and  farmer  Stockley 
would  have  been  loath  to  have  confessed  the 
fact,  but  a  strange  impression  was  left  on 
their  o'er  sensitive  minds  at  this  repetition 
of  the  mischief-loving  Pug;  and,  moreover, 
he  was  as  well  acquainted  with  the  fact  as 
they  themselves. 

"  Now  then,  stand  out  o'  the  way  there," 
cried  the  scion  of  the  noble  stock  of  Racket, 
as  he  approached  the  hounds,  mounted  on 
a  long-legged,  bang-tailed,  racing-looking 
mare,  "  or  you  '11  get  kicked  into  the  middle 
of  next  year.  That 's  all ;  nothing  more. 
How  do,  Tom?" 

"  Your  servant,  sir,"  replied  Tom  Piper 
touching  the  peak  of  his  cap,  more  from 
habit  than  from  the  remotest  feeling  of  re- 
spect. Indeed,  such  was  the  strong  dislike 
he  entertained  towards  Jack,  that  it  ahnost 
amounted  to  positive  hatred. 
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*'  Shall  we  have  a  quick  find  to-day,  eh?'' 
asked  Jack. 

"  We  may,  sir,"  coldly  replied  Tom. 

"  Of  course  we  may,"  rejoined  Jack,  "  any 
fool  knows  that ;  but  shall  we,  is  the  ques- 
tion?" 

"  Pug  says  so,"  returned  Tom,  pointing  to 
the  seer  with  the  end  of  his  whip. 

"What  does  he  know  about  it?"  added 
Jack,  irritably. 

"  Ay,"  said  Pug,  twisting  short  round  on 
his  heel.  "  What  do  I  know  about  it?" 

'*  About  as  much  as  an  old  woman,"  con- 
tinued Jack. 

"  Just  about  that  quantity,"  rejoined  Pug ; 
'*just  about  that  quantity.  Squire  Eacket. 
And  yet,"  continued  he,  leering  out  of  the 
corners  of  his  eyes,  like  a  monkey  ripe  for 
mischief,  ''  some  old  women  have  foretold 
strange  true  tales  ere  now,  or  folks  believe 
they  have,  which  is  the  same  thing." 

*'  Come  then,"  returned  Jack,  spinning  a 
shilling  so  that  it  fell  close  to  Pug's  £eet, 
"  let 's  have  a  nibble  of  what  you  can  say  to 
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the  day's  sport.  None  of  your  half-and- 
half  opinions.  Out  with  what  you  think, 
straight  and  even  as  a  pack  of  cards.'' 

"  It  will  be  a  quick  find,  squire — that  1  '11 
answer  for,"  added  Pug,  pocketing  the  coin ; 
"it  ought  to  be  a  fast  run,  and,  barring 
accidents,  it  should  be  a  fair  kill." 

"  Let  your  prophecy  prove  true,"  said 
Jack,  "  and  I  '11  owe  ye  a  sovereign." 

"  Short  reckonings  make  long  friends," 
observed  Pug ;  "I  '11  be  at  Tip-tree  hill.  Squire 
Racket,  to-morrow  morning  be  times,"  and 
thus  speaking  he  strode,  in  his  odd  gait, 
away,  and  mingled  with  the  increasing  crowd. 

Just  at  this  moment  Sir  Edward  Warren 
arrived  at  a  brisk  canter  on  a  hack,  and  as 
he  rode  through  the  throng,  every  hat  w^as 
raised,  and  kindly  greetings  were  exchanged 
by  his  friends  and  neighbours,  his  tenants 
and  yeomen,  stout  and  true. 

A  hooded  hunter,  led  by  a  groom  in  Sir 
Edward's  livery  up  and  down  the  green- 
sward, was  now  stripped  of  his  clothing; 
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and  as  soon  as  the  girths  were  tightened, 
the  young  Baronet  dismounted  from  his  hack, 
and  threw  himself  lightly  into  the  saddle  of 
as  noble  a  shaped  horse,  as  a  sportsman' 
eyes  could  wish  to  dwell  on.  Black  as  shining 
jet,  his  coat  shone  with  the  tints  of  a  raven's 
wing,  and  the  veins  stood  out  like  fibres  on 
a  leaf.  His  clean,  short-jointed,  and  muscu- 
lar limbs  were  moulded  for  speed  and  power, 
and  the  distended  nostrils  and  large  flashing 
eye,  betokened  the  fiery  courage  within. 

"  May  I  be  hanged — of  course  about  a 
da-velish  nice  young  female's  neck" —  obser- 
ved Jack,  parenthetically,  as  he  rode  close  to 
Sir  Edward's  side,  "  but  the  Black  Diamond 
looks  all  blood  and  blue  veins." 

"  He 'sin  the  bloom  of  condition,"  replied 
the  young  Baronet,  patting  the  arched  neck 
of  his  favourite. 

"  I  never  saw  the  boss  yet,"  rejoined  Jack 
that  I  ever  longed  so  much  for  in  my  whole 
life  as  the  Black  Diamond.     Kitty  Clive," 
continued,  he  giving  a  friendly  crack  with  a 
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hand  on  the  quarters  of  the  mare  he  rode,  ''can 
jump  a  church,  crawl  through  a  key -hole, 
climb  a  twenty-foot  wall,  fly  an  acre  of  glass 
bottles,  and  as  for  lasting,  beats  eternity! 
But,"  and  Jack  shook  his  head  despondingly, 
"  she  's  no  match  for  the  Black  Diamond.'^ 

"  You  speak  with  enthusiasm,"  returned 
Sir  Edward,  smiling,  as  the  hounds  clustered 
about  his  horse,  jumping  to  his  nostrils,  and 
rearing  on  their  legs  to  lick  the  feet  of  their 
master,  for  the  moment  he  was  in  his 
saddle,  all  quitted  the  side  of  Tom  Piper. 
In  the  kennel,  on  the  road — everywhere, 
but  in  the  field — Tom  was  an  especial  favor- 
ite ;  but  instantly  he  appeared  who  shewed 
them  sporty  one  and  all  forgot  the  more 
kindly  offices,  and  deserted  without  the 
slightest  compunction. 

Within  about  half  a  mile  from  the  small 
piece  of  waste  land  on  which  the  meet 
took  place,  was  a  thick  cover  of  some  fifty 
acres  of  gorse.  Thither  the  hounds  were 
led,  and  upon  gaining  the  verge  Sir  Edward 

D  8 
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took  off  his  cap,  and  standing  in  his  stirrups, 
cheered  the  pack  with,  '*  Cover  hoik !  cover 
hoik !  Hoik  in  !  hoik  in !" 

With  a  crash  every  hound  dashed  into 
the  brake  and  swept  through  it  with  waving 
sterns  and  eager  noses. 

^'That's  your  time  o'  day!''  hallooed 
Jack.     "  Chink- wink  'em  along." 

"  Hold  hard,"  replied  Sir  Edward;  "  don't 
get  too  forward  there.     You  '11  head  him." 

For  some  seconds  all  was  silent  expecta- 
tion on  tip-toe;  but  to  the  astonishment  of 
many,  and  mortification  of  some,  not  a 
whimper  gave  rise  to  hope  that  a  find  would 
take  place.  The  leading  hounds  drew  to 
the  end  of  the  cover  up  wind,  and  then  sallied 
out  one  by  one  to  stare  at  the  field  with 
inquiring  looks. 

"  We  never  drew  this  cover  blank  before," 
remarked  the  young  Baronet,  and  placing 
his  horn  to  his  lips,  he  blew  a  ringing  sum- 
mons for  every  hound  to  "  come-away." 

"  This  is  more  than  I  can  make  out,  Sir 
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Edward,"  remarked  farmer  Stockley,  arriv- 
ing at  a  trot  on  Buttercup,  and  touching  his 
hat  as  he  spoke;  *' this  piece  o'  gorse  has 
been  in  my  holding  for  many  a  long  year, 
and  I  never  knew  it  drawn  blank  before." 

"  It  's  an  exception,  certainly." 

*'  Such  an  exception,"  rejoined  the  farmer, 
gloomily,  ''  that  I  don't  like,  and  wouldn't 
have  had  for  a  twenty  pound  note." 

*'  Your  pardon.  Sir  Edward,"  said  Pug, 
coming  up  with  breathless  haste;  "  but  if 
you  '11  hark  back,  you  '11  find  a  fox  still  in 
that  furze,  I'll  be  answerable." 

His  master  eyed  the  bearer  and  indorser 
of  his  own  information  narrowly. 

"  Take  my  word  for  it.  Sir  Edward,"  con- 
tinued Pug,  "  it  will  not  be  time  lost  or 
labour  thrown  away." 

"  What,  have  we  been  in  too  much  haste," 
observed  Sir  Edward,  "  and  left  our  fox 
skulking  in  a  corner  ?" 

Pug  gave  an  awkward  skip,  raised  his 
shoulders  to  his  ears,  and  snapping  a  finger 
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and  thumb,  pointed  in  silence  to  the  farthest 
end  of  the  cover. 

"  We  drew  close  to  that   point  I   know," 

remarked  Jack  Racket.     "  It 's  no  use  losing 

any  more  o'  the  day  here.      Lift  'em  hard, 

I     say,"     continued    he,     ''to    the     next 

draw." 

"Oh!"  ejaculated  Pug,  ''that's  your 
opinion,  Squire  Eacket,  is  it?  But  then  you 
see,''  he  continued,  with  a  dive  of  both  hands 
into  his  trowsers'  pockets,  "I  want  these  better 
lined  to-morrow." 

Confident  that  Pug  would  not  mislead  him, 
Sir  Edward  at  once  returned  to  the  cover, 
and  taking  the  hounds  again  to  the  verge, 
threw  them  in  with  a  cheer  and  spirit  which 
caused  every  one  to  fly  to  his  duty. 

Tom  Piper  placed  himself  for  the  second 
time  at  the  end  of  the  cover  with  great  mis- 
givings as  to  the  policy  of  the  measure ;  for 
such  was  his  confidence  in  the  capacity  of 
his  favourites,  that  he  deemed  it  next  to 
impossible  that  a  fox  should  be  left  in  wood, 
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brake,    spinny,    or   gorse,   once   drawn   by 
them. 

Scarcely,  however,  had  he  taken  his  posi- 
tion when  a  hound  opened. 

'*  Hark  to  Harbinger!  "  hallooed  Sir  Ed- 
ward, in  as  musical  a  voice  as  ever  cheered 
a  hound,  "Hark  to  Harbinger!  hark, 
ha-r-rk!" 

"  It  's  a  find,"  mentally  observed  Tom 
Piper  to  himself,  and  his  cheeks  flushed  with 
the  thought. 

"  That  boy  's  the  devil !  "  said  farmer 
Stockley,  settling  himself  in  his  saddle,  grasp- 
ing his  tough  ash  stick  more  firmly,  and 
generally  preparing  both  himself  and  But- 
tercup for  the  expectant  burst. 

Hound  after  hound  now  took  up  the  cry, 
and  threw  their  tongues,  each  under  each, 
most  gallantly;  and  as  they  did  so,  their 
master  cheered  them,  hallooing  in  succession, 
"  Hark  to  Songstress,  Dairymaid,  Valentine ! 
Hark  together !  Har-r-rk !" 

"  He 's  the  voice  of  a  cherub,''  said  Tom 
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Piper  to  himself.     "  The  voice  of  a  winged 
angel !  " 

Now  they  went  full  swing,  crashing 
through  the  thick,  thorny  brake,  as  if  it  had 
been  made  of  cobwebs. 

"  Have  at  him  !  "  hallooed  their  master. 
"Hoik,  hoik!" 

"  Tally-ho !"  cried  a  voice  from  the  top- 
most branch  of  a  tree.  "  Tally-ho !"  and  there 
swung  Pug,  poised  in  air,  on  a  twig  scarcely 
bigger  than  his  thumb.  "  There  he  goes," 
continued  he,  "  as  big  as  a  wolf  and  as  black 
as  thunder." 

Up  went  Tom's  cap. 

"  Gone  away,"  shouted  farmer  Stockley. 

Flashing  from  the  cover  the  fox  broke 
with  three  couple  of  hounds  close  to  his 
brush.  With  heads  up  and  sterns  down  they 
raced  him  across  the  first  wide  enclosure  ; 
but  at  every  stride  he  increased  his  distance, 
and  jumping  a  high  paled  fence,  became  lost 
to  view.  Loudly  and  cheerfully  Sir  Edward's 
horn  sounded  through  wood  and  dingle,  dell 
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and  valley.  "  Come  away !"  cried  he  with 
hale  and  lusty  lungs — '^  Come  away !  " 

"  Get  to  him,  hounds,"  hallooed  Tom 
Piper,  cracking  his  heavy  double  thong. 
"  Get  to  him." 

*'  That 's  your  time  o'  day!"  shouted  Jack 
Racket.  "  Chink- wink  'em  along." 

The  body  of  the  hounds  now  burst  from 
the  brake,  and  settling  to  the  line,  like  a 
solid  and  compact  flock  of  bees,  they  swept 
along  with  ringing  tongues  and  whetted 
appetites. 

"  One  moment ! ''  cried  Sir  Edward,  wav- 
ing a  hand  backwards.  "  Give  time,  let  them 
get  at  him." 

"  Can't  wait,"  replied  Jack  Racket ;  "  never 
could ;"  and  slackening  his  hold  upon  Kitty 
Clive's  fretful  and  champing  jaws,  she 
bounded  forwards  like  an  untrapped  bird. 

'*  Now,  then,  gentlemen,"  said  Sir  Edward, 
sheathing  his  horn,  "  ride  over  them  if  you 
can;"  and  thus  speaking,  he  followed  in  the 
wake  of  the  impatient  Jack  Racket. 
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"  Never  viewed  such  a  fox  away  in  my  life/^ 
observed  farmer  Stockley,  urging  Buttercup 
to  join  Tom  Piper's  side. 

"  He  's  of  Pug's  finding,  you  know,  re- 
plied Tom,  seriously. 

"  Shouldn't  wonder  but  it 's  the  devil 
himself,"  rejoined  the  farmer.  ''  Whoever 
saw,"  continued  he,  such  a  big,  black  brute, 
in  the  shape  of  a  fox  before?  " 

"  No  one,"  returned  a  voice  close  to  the 
cantel  of  his  saddle.  ''  Neither  man  bred, 
nor  woman  born,  Mister  Stockley,  ever  saw 
such  a  big,  black  brute  in  the  shape  of  a 
fox  before." 

It  was  not  a  shiver,  but  a  shake  similar 
to  an  ague  fit,  vibrated  through  each  nerve 
and  muscle  of  the  farmer's  frame,  upon 
hearing  his  own  words  repeated.  Glanc- 
ing backwards,  he  saw  Pug,  taking  stride 
for  stride  with  Buttercup,  and,  apparently, 
with  much  greater  ease  in  maintaining 
the  pace. 

« I  wish " 
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"  Wishes  are  the  thoughts  of  fools,  Mr. 
Stockley,"  interrupted  Pug.  "  Hope  on — 
hope  always,  but  never  wish.  Let  me 
hold  on  by  your  stirrup-leather,  sir,"  con- 
tinued he,  "  and  we  '11  see  the  finish  o'  this 
run,  as  the  best  mounted  in  the  field." 

Without  either  assenting  or  refusing  this 
request,  farmer  Stockley  and  Pug  became 
close  companions  in  the  chase ;  and  the  latter, 
from  time  to  time,  exercised  his  skill  and 
judgment,  in  saving  time  and  distance. 

"  Short  to  the  left.  Mister  Stockley," 
hallooed  he.  ''There 's  a  gap  there,  sir,  and 
we  're  not  flyers,  you  know." 

Over  wide  enclosures  of  pasture  the  pack 
swept  at  racing  speed.  The  scent  was  a 
burning  one,  and  every  hound  bristled  for 
the  blood  of  his  victim.  Gate,  wall,  brook, 
fence,  and  ditch,  were  cleared,  as  if  the 
horses  rose  on  pinions;  and,  in  the  foremost 
flight  was  Black  Diamond,  the  bravest  and 
the  best.  Straight  as  a  pigeon  he  went, 
with  head  erect,   bold  and  resolute.     Each 
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barrier  was  cleared  with  the  ease  of  thought, 
and  nothing  too  high,  or  too  yawning, 
seemed  to  cause  the  smallest  impediment  in 
his  course. 

Mile  after  mile  was  scoured,  and  yet 
without  a  check,  the  hounds  maintained  the 
gallant  chase. 

Tom  Piper,  old  as  he  was,  felt  his  heart 
grow  younger  than  ever,  and  rode  with  the 
fearlessness  of  youth,  coupled  with  the  de- 
sirable judgment  of  maturer  years.  There 
was  no  flinching  nor  craning  in  Tom  Piper. 
The  steady  roan,  too,  knew  at  a  glance  what 
could  be  cleared,  and,  also,  what  was  policy 
to  attempt;  and  the  result  was,  that  Tom 
Piper  and  the  roan  were  invariably  to  be 
seen  in  just  their  proper  places. 

Down  a  long,  narrow  lane,  farmer  Stock- 
ley,  Buttercup,  and  Pug,  held  their  way, 
for  such  a  period,  that  it  might  reasonably 
be  supposed  to  form  that  extraordinary  one 
which  is  supposed  to  possess  no  turning. 

"  We  shall  never  see  any  more  of  them," 
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observed  the  farmer,  giving  the  cob  a  flail- 
like thwack  over  the  ribs,  by  way,  perhaps, 
of  a  practical  full  stop  to  his  remark. 

*^Ho,  ho!"  laughed  Pug,  '-Ho,  ho! 
Not  see  any  more  of  'em.  Mister  Stockley  ? 
In  less  than  three  minutes — -just  the  time  to 
boil  an  egg  lightly — we  '11  be  the  first-flight 
men.  Ay,"  repeated  he,  "  the  first-flight 
men." 

^'  I  don't  see  how,"  rejoined  farmer  Stock- 
ley.     '*  Here  we  are " 

*'  Just  in  time  to  view  him,"  interrupted 
Pug,  pointing  to  the  fox,  dashing  at  this 
moment  across  the  lane.  '*  Hold  hard," 
continued  he ;  "  hold  hard,  sir,  and  we 
shall  have  it  all  to  ourselves  for  a  little 
while." 

"  You  guessed  his  point  well,"  said  far- 
mer Stockley,  bringing  Buttercup  to  a 
stand-still,  as  he  wiped  his  brow  with  a 
bandana.     "  But  what  a  black " 

"  Very  black,"  again  interrupted  Pug, 
with  a  sly  twinkle  in  his  eyes,  "  amazingly 
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black  —  particularly  black  —  coal  black, 
Mister  Stockley.  Never  saw  sucli  an  ani- 
mal before;  daresay  never  will  again. 
That 's  my  sentiment." 

"Hush!"  returned  the  farmer,  "here 
they  come,  full  swing." 

Almost  as  he  spoke,  the  hounds  crashed 
through  the  bull-finch  hedge  into  the  lane, 
and  never  lifting  their  noses  from  the 
ground,  crossed  in  the  precise  line  of  the 
fox. 

'*  Oakwood  will  not  hold  him  long,*'  said 
Pug.  "  They  '11  burst  him  through  the 
moment  he  's  tried  the  earths.  Round  you 
go,  sir,"  continued  he,  and  clutching  But- 
tercup's bit  roughly,  he  twisted  the  cob's 
head  in  the  opposite  direction,  and  urged 
him  to  his  best  pace,  by  digging  a  straight- 
ened thumb  into  the  most  ticklish  part  of 
his  flank. 

'*  We  '11  make  as  good  a  nick-in,  sir,  pre- 
sently," remarked  Pug ;  "  and  if  we  don't 
see  the  finish,  or  thereabouts,  put  me  down, 
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Mr.  Stockley,  as  a  human  being  by  no 
means  worthy  of  credit,  let  alone  a  small 
advance  of  the  ripe  and  ready  where- 
withal." 

By  dint  of  much  exertion,  and  some  pa- 
tience, Buttercup  was  forced  to  a  decided 
gallop,  albeit  in  somewhat  a  sullen  and 
dogged  humour.  Now  changing  a  fore-foot 
from  right  to  left,  and  left  to  right;  then 
stretching  his  head  between  his  knees,  and 
hogging  his  back  in  the  most  unpleasant 
form;  anon,  dropping  his  hocks,  as  if  a 
sudden  paralysis  had  seized  them,  and  then 
stumbling  within  an  inch  of  his  nose,  the 
pace  might  be  conscientiously  described  as 
anything  but  agreeable  or  safe. 

"  If  I  ever  swore  at  all,"  observed  farmer 
Stockley,"  with  something  like  anger  both 
in  his  words  and  expression,  "  I  should  now 
rap  out  a  small  taste  or  so.  As  it  is,"  con- 
tinued he,  "  I  shall  content  myself  Butter- 
cup, by ,"  and   as  he   spoke  the  stick 

arrived  with  considerable  force  on  the  cob's 
plethoric  quarters. 
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Buttercup  responded  practically  with  a 
fling  of  his  heels  in  the  air,  which,  within 
an  ace,  gave  his  rider  a  clean  purl  over  his 
ears.  As  it  was,  betting  might  be  said  to 
have  been  even  for  or  against  the  event 
coming  off. 

''Softly,"  said  Pug.  ''Softly,  Mister 
Stockley.  We  shall  only  lose  time,  sir,  by 
being  too  ardent.  Leave  the  steering  to 
me,  and  I'll  land  ye  a  winner." 

It  is  difficult  to  say  which  created  the 
greatest  effect  upon  farmer  Stockley 's  hu- 
mour. Whether  the  imminent  danger  to 
which  he  had  been  exposed  from  Butter- 
cup's perverseness  of  temper,  or  the  per- 
suasive tone  and  dazzling  hope  held  out 
by  Pug's  confident  promise,  produced  the 
instant  resolve,  cannot  be  ascertained  with 
anything  like  certainty ;  but  henceforward — 
from  this  moment — farmer  Stockley  resigned 
himself,  saddle  and  bridle.  Buttercup  and 
obstinacy,  to  the  implicit  will,  pleasure,  and 
guidance  of  Pug — the  mischievous  and  the 
marvellous ! 
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Occasionally — just  as  distant  bells  may 
swell  and  die  away  at  eventide — the  hounds 
might  be  heard  at  intervals.  A  view- 
halloo  was  carried  also,  from  hill  to  hill, 
and  the  shrill,  exulting  cry  of  children 
m.ingled  with  it.  Now  nearer,  now  farther, 
the  sounds  carne,  and  rose,  and  died 
away. 

"  They  press  him  gloriously,"  remarked 
Pug,  listening  with  pricked  ears  for  every 
sound.  "  We  shall  only  be  just  in  time  to 
view  him  sink  the  Wiverton  Pits,  Mister 
Stockley." 

"  Is  that  his  point? "  inquired  the  far- 
mer, beginning  to  evince  symptoms  of  con- 
siderable fatigue,  probably  more  from  the 
form  in  which  he  was  carried,  than  from  the 
distance  accomplished. 

"  As  sure  as  the  sun  sinks  i'  the  west, 
sir,"  replied  Pug.  ''  As  sure  as  the  sun 
sinks  i'  the  west,"  repeated  he,  ^'  our  fox 
sinks  Wiverton  Pits." 

'^  And   where  then  ?  "  asked  the   farmer, 
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with  a  lingering  hope  that  Wiverton  Pits 
might  prove  the  last  of  the  points. 

We  shall  see,  Mister  Stockley,"  rejoined 
Pug,  tickling  Buttercup  into  renewed  ener- 
gies. "  We  shall  see  in  the  blossom  of  time 
and  opportunity.  Hold  on,  sir,"  and  again 
a  vigorous  and  effective  tickling  was  admin- 
istered to  the  cob's  sensitive  flank. 

It  was  well — indeed,  better  than  well — 
that  the  caution  to  "hold  on,"  had  been 
given  to  farmer  Stockley;  for  had  other- 
wise been  the  case,  his  nose  must  have  cut 
a  deep  furrow  in  ground  far  from  soft,  or 
adapted  to  such  ploughing.  Never  did 
Buttercup  raise  his  heels  to  such  an  al- 
titude. 

With   stoical  indifference,  however,  far- 
mer   Stockley  met  the  attempt  to  send  him 
rudely  to  mother  earth,  and  the  course  was 
continued  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

"  When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall. 
And  Dick  the  shepherd  blows  his  nail. 
And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall, 
And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail, 
When  blood  is  nipp'd  and  ways  be  foul 
Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl." 

Nevee  did  the  best  room  of  the  "  Duck 
and  Gridiron  "  look  more  comfortable,  more 
inviting,  or  more  cozy,  than  on  one  bleak 
December  night  when  the  wind  was  howling 
without,  and  the  sleet  rattled  against  the 
panes  of  the  casements  like  a  constant  shower 
of  number  six  shot.  There  was  the  large 
yawning  hearth  on  which  a  yule  log  blazed 
and  crackled  most  furiously,  sending  a  stream 
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of  sparks  up  the  chimney,  and  throwing 
forth  a  glare  to  the  farthest  end  of  the 
apartment. 

In  this  flood  of  light  a  burnished  musket 
— once  shouldered  by  Luke  Pufly,  in  that 
famous  corps  the   Invincible  Volunteers — 
shone   most   conspicuously    over   the  high 
mantel-shelf,  and  under  this  weapon — almost 
deprived  of  its  terror  as  associated  with  any 
use    to  which   Luke  Puffy  could   possibly 
apply  it — was  the  portrait  of  the  landlord 
himself,  equipped  for  all  the  pomp  and  cir- 
cumstance of  war.     The  costume,  however, 
cannot  be  said  to  have  been  in  the  remotest 
particular  adapted  for  Luke   Puffy.      His 
figure  was  much  too  plethoric  for  a   shell 
jacket,  and  a  tight  sash  pulled  closely  round 
the  waist,  rather  increased  the  objectionable 
effect.     White  pantaloons  and  Hessian  boots, 
with  a  helmet  of  that  mould  which  may  be 
seen  in  the  classical  illustrations  of  the  Iliad, 
completed  the  regimental  attire  of  the  land- 
lord of  the  "  Duck  and  Gridiron." 
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Now  it  is  worthy  of  a  passing  remark, 
perhaps,  that  never  was  a  countenance  more 
ill-adapted  for  a   helmet  than   the   round, 
double  chinned,  happy,  and  jovial  features 
of  Luke  Puffy.     What  would  have  proved 
becoming  to  the  general  run  of  the  grim- 
visaged  proselytes  of  Mars,  was  anything  but 
so  to  him.     And  as  he  peeped  out   of  the 
little  black  ebony  frame,  blandly  smiling  on 
the  scene  below,  in  all  the  freshness  of  good 
will  and  charity  to  all  men,  it  was  impossible 
to  imagine  that  one  dire  intent — one  single 
ghost  of  an  idea — could  he  have  entertained 
with  regard  to  carving,  cutting,  maiming,  or 
spitting  the  humblest  of  his  fellow  creatures, 
No,  not  if  a  little  Frenchman — and  at  the 
period  of  Luke  Puffy's  belonging  to  the  In- 
vincible volunteers,    Frenchmen   generally 
were  considered  fair  game  for  the  exercise  of 
English  pluck— not  if  a  little  Frenchman 
had  knelt  down  at  his  feet,  meekly  exclaiming, 
"  I  'm  very  small  and  without  friends,  shoot 
me  at  once,"  would  Luke  Puffy  have  brought 
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his  discipline  and  training  into  action.  No, 
not  if  his  commanding — and  consequently 
superior — officer  had  thundered  forth,  "  make 
read}^ — present — fire,"  would  Luke  PufPy 
have  shot  that  little  Frenchman.  No,  not  if 
Britannia  herself  had  pointed  her  trident  at 
the  kneeling  victim,  and  sternly  said,  "England 
expects  every  man  to  do  his  duty,  "  would 
Luke  Pufiy  have  heeded  the  mandate.  On 
the  contrary,  he  would  have  respectfully 
replied,  "  So  unpleasant  a  duty  England 
must  perform  for  herself,"  and  then  Fancy 
can  see  him  fondly  taking  up  that  little 
Frenchman  in  his  arms,  and  with  soothing 
caresses,  seating  him  in  the  old  arm-chair, 
in  the  best  room  of  the  *'  Duck  and  Gridiron" 
with  a  determination  of  committing  high 
treason,  rather  than  injure  one  hair  of  the 
head  of  that  diminutive  enemy  to  his  king 
and  country. 

Forming  a  kind  of  semi- circle  round  the 
hearth  was  a  huge  wooden  screen,  in  which 
were  elbowed  seats  luxuriously  stuffed  with 
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sheepskins.  Nothing  could  be  better  adapted 
for  keeping  out  all  kinds  of  draughts  from 
behind;  and  the  inmates  or  occupiers  of 
this  recess  might  be  compared  to  muffins 
being  toasted,  or  something  of  that  ilk, 
which  to  be  palatable  must  be  warmed 
through  and  browned. 

It  was  in  one  of  the  snug  stalls  of  the 
screen  that  Luke  Puffy  had  ensconced  him- 
self, and  that  there  might  not  be  perhaps, 
any  jealousy  among  those  who  possessed  an 
equal  right  to  an  equal  share  of  his  civilities 
and  attention,  he  occupied  the  centre.  Right 
and  left  were  seated  farmer  Stockley — albeit 
no  tavern  frequenter, — -jovial  Joe  Beans — a 
shade  or  two  deeper  regarding  his  attendance 
at  the  Duck  and  Gridiron — Tom  Piper — 
who  came  now  and  then  by  fits  and  starts, — 
Robin  the  mole-catcher — a  choice  spirit  and 
a  lover  of  good  company, — and  Frank  Martin 
— a  still  choicer  spirit  and  constant  lover  of 
good  company.    Few,  indeed,  were  the  even- 
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ings  without  Frank  Martin's  song  or  speech 
being  rapturously  listened  to  at  a  neighbouring 
hostelrie,  and  the  Duck  and  Gridiron  of  late 
was  one  of  the  most  favoured  of  his  resorts. 

Luke  Puffy  cast  his  eyes  enquiringly  round 
the  circle  of  boon  companions,  and  seeing 
that  each,  according  to  his  taste,  was 
occupied  with  his  pipe  or  glass,  seemed  to 
lose  some  of  the  earnestness  of  gaze.  He 
then  examined  the  state  of  the  commissariat 
department  on  the  table  before  them,  and 
perceiving  a  goodly  array  of  sweet  smelling 
lemons,  a  perfect  pyramid  of  sugar,  with 
some  "  big  bellied  bottles  glut-full  to  the 
cork,"  the  temporary  anxiety  of  his  mind 
'that  all  things  might  not  be  what  they 
ought  to  be,'  gave  way  to  unmitigated  sa- 
tisfaction, and  he  expressed  it  in  a  sly  wink 
at  Luke  Puffy  in  the  regimentals  over  the 
mantel-shelf. 

"  It  's  a  rough,  wild  night,"  observed  far- 
mer Stockley,  stretching  his  legs  before 
the  fire,  and   looking  about  as  comfortable 
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and  as  much  at  ease,  as  could  be  expected 
to  fall  to  the  lot  of  any  one  mortal  at  any- 
one moment  of  his  sublunary  existence. 
"  But  here  we  are,"  continued  he,  throwing 
his  head  back,  and  giving  the  landlord  a 
friendly  smack  between  his  broad  shoulders, 

"  as  warm,  dry,  snug,  and  cozy  as " 

"Angels,"  added  Tom  Piper;  "  angels  is 
the  word,  Mister  Stockley. 

Tom  was  invariably  weak  at  a  simile,  and 
he  frequently  appeared  to  fall  back  upon  the 
celestial  spirits  for  one  of  his  impotent 
illustrations. 

"  Angels  be  it  then,"  rejoined  the  farmer. 
"  Cozy  as  angels.  " 

"  We  shan't  have  anymore  hunting  yet 
awhile,"  returned  Tom.  "  The  frost 's  set  in, 
I  think,  for  a  spell.  " 

"  Till  the  moon  changes,"  observed  Frank 
Martin  the  oracle.  "  Till  the  moon  changes," 
repeated  he  slowly;  ^'  it  will  freeze  sharper 
than  for  many  a  winter  past — take  my 
word  for  it." 
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"  A  man  who  would  not  take  your  word 
on  most  subjects,  Frank,"  observed  Tom 
Piper,  with  the  flattery  of  a  courtier,  "  must 
be  within  one  degree  of  a  nincompoop." 

"  You  hold  too  good  an  opinion  of  me," 
replied  Frank  Martin,  with  such  an  air  of 
self-assurance,  however,  that  it  seemed  to 
convey  a  solid  contradiction  to  his  own 
assertion 

"  Not  a  wit,"  rejoined  the  old  whipper-in, 
"  not  a  wit." 

"  Well,  there 's  this  comfort,"  added  Robin, 
at  the  fag-end  of  as  dense  a  cloud  of  smoke 
as  ever  curled  from  the  lips  of  a  lover  of 
tobacco,  "  the  hard  weather  will  drive  the 
wild  fowl  in,  and  that 's  some  consolation  to 
dwell  on." 

"  For  you,  no  doubt,"  said  Luke  Pufly  ; 
"  for  you.  Mister  Robin,  it  must  be  a  cir- 
cumstance which  may  be  called  a  sort  of  a 
rump-steak-and-oyster-sauce  poultice  to  a 
stomach  afflicted  with  the  wants." 

"  I  wish,"  returned  farmer  Stockley,  fer- 
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vently,   "  that   every  stomach  so   cramped 
possessed  such  a  poultice.'' 

"  Amen,"  added  the  landlord,  with  becom- 
ing solemnity,  "so  be  it." 

"  It  may  not  be  considered  out  of  place, 
neighbours,"  remarked  Joe  Beans,  with  a 
slight  preliminary  clearing  of  his  voice,  "  to 
drink  a  smack  of  a  sentiment  on  this  occa- 
sion." 

'*  Bra-vo  1"  shouted  the  landlord,  *'  nothino: 
could  be  more  agreeable  to  my  feelings.  Out 
with  it  Mister  Beans — out  with  it,  sir,  to  a 
full  and  fair  bumper." 

Joe  hesitated.  It  was  his  wish — nay,  even 
his  earnest  desire — to  give  something  origi- 
nal and  fitting  to  the  occasion;  but  at  such 
times  and  seasons  the  ideas  often  become  in 
a  kind  of  chaos,  and  the  miller  felt  his  were 
in  such  a  lamentable  state  of  confusion, 
that  had  he  given  expression  to  them  on  the 
spur  of  the  moment,  it  was  just  as  likely 
that  he  should  begin  to  chant  a  funeral  dirge, 
or  say  his  after-dinner  grace,  as  anything 
more  consistent  and  opportune. 

E  3 


82  OUR  COUNTY. 

ic  Y^Q  ij,Q  ^11  attention,"  observed  Luke 
Puffy;  "all  loaded,  primed,  and  ready  to  go 
off — or,  as  I  should  say,  go  down,"  con- 
tinued he,  raising  his  glass  above  his  head. 

"  May "  Joe  halted. 

"  May  we,"  prompted  the  landlord. 

"  May  we,"  repeated  the  miller,  but  he 
could  get  no  farther. 

"  May  we  never,"  again  prompted  Luke, 
casting  a  look  of  absolute  anguish  towards 
his  friend. 

"  May  we  never,"  echoed  poor  Joe  Beans, 
now  in  a  perfect  labyrinth  of  difficulties. 

"Get  on,"  suggested  his  friend  in  a  whisper. 

"  Get  on,"  mechanically  repeated  Joe. 

The  prompter  felt  himself  at  an  awful  loss 
as  to  the  mode  of  extricating  the  miller  from 
this  enthraldom  of  unmeaning  language ;  but 
he  was  determined  to  come  to  the  rescue,  and 
a  lucky  thought  rendered  the  required  aid. 

"  The  road  of  success,"  continued  he,  in  the 
softest  voice  for  the  communication  to  be 
audible. 

"  The  road  of  success,"  echoed  Joe,  who 
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had  given  himself  up  for  lost,  and  would 
have  said  anything  he  was  told. 

"Without  remembering  the  turnpike," 
concluded  the  landlord. 

''  Without  remembering  the  turnpike," 
repeated  Joe,  with  a  refreshing  thought  that 
he  had  arrived,  by  accident,  at  something 
like  a  conclusion. 

''Capital!"  ejaculated  farmer  Stockley, 
lifting  his  glass.  "  May  we  never  get  on  the 
road  of  success,"  cried  he  with  enthusiasm, 
"  without  remembering  the  turnpike." 

"  Nothing  could  be  better,"  observed  Tom 
Piper ;  "  here  's  to  it  from  the  bottom  of  my 
heart.     Famous !" 

The  miller  drank  to  the  sentiment,  but 
with  perfect  unconsciousness  as  to  what  it 
was,  and  he  smiled  like  one  who  being  com- 
plimented for  some  great  achievement,  re- 
mained in  total  ignorance  of  having  per- 
formed it. 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  proceeding, 
which  from  the  loud  smacking  of  sundry 
lips,  appeared  to  be  anything  but  an  unsatis- 
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factory  one,  Robin  observed  that,  "  Mister 
Stockley  seemed  to  have  got  over  the  last 
shake  he  met  with.'* 

''  Pretty  well,  Robin,"  replied  the  farmer, 
"but  I  sometimes  feel  it  across  my  back." 

"  I  've  heard  a  great  many  tales  concern- 
ing that  celebrated  finish  of  yours,"  re- 
joined Luke  Puffy.  "Tom  told  me 
one  thing — what  he  saw,  I  suppose  ; 
"Frank  Martin  told  me  another — what  he 
heard,  no  doubt ;  Robin  made  quite  a  differ- 
ent story  of  it — w^at  he  believed,  most 
likely ;  Mister  Beans  delivered  a  tee-totally 
opposite  version — what  he  considered  pos- 
sible, I  suppose;  but  I  should  like  to  learn 
your  own  story  from  your  own  lips,  neigh- 
bour, and  as  this  is  just  the  time  for  a  yarn, 
begin  your  thread  and  spin  away." 

"  It 's  somewhat  marvellous,"  returned 
the  farmer;  "but  I  vouch  for  the  truth  of 
what  I  '11  tell  ye." 

'^  It  would  be  a  wond-er  to  me,"  remarked 
Tom  Piper,  "  that  it  should  not  be  marvel- 
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lous,  since  that  chip  of  the  block  of  mischief 
is  concerned  in  it." 

At  this  moment  a  shrill,  long,  piercing 
whistle  was  heard. 

"What  's  that?"  hastily  exclaimed  the 
miller. 

His  nervous  system  had  never  regained 
its  perfect  composure  since  the  memorable 
return  from  Tare-down  races. 

Perhaps  more  than  one  present  was  startled 
by  the  sound ;  but  the  same  trepidation  was 
not  evinced  by  any  of  the  rest. 

"  It  's  only  the  wind  through  the  key- 
hole," replied  Luke  Puffy. 

This  was  highly  satisfactory  information, 
and  all  settled  themselves  in  the  screen, 
to  listen  to  farmer  Stockley's  entire 
and  particular  account  of  the  finish  of 
the  run  in  which  Pug  officiated  as  his 
pad -groom. 

"  After  the  hounds  rattled  him  through 
Oakwood,"  commenced  the  farmer — "  and  a 
pretty  dusting  they  had  given  him  up  to 
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this  point — Pug,  as  if  he  'd  had  a  little  pri- 
vate conversation  with  the  fox " 

^'  Dare  say  he  had,"  muttered  Tom  Pi- 
per. 

"  At  once  said  his  point 's  Wiverton  Pits," 
resumed  farmer  Stockley,  "  and  away  we 
went,  for  a  short  cut,  towards  them.  What 
particular  influence — if  I  may  use  the  ex- 
pression— Pug  exercised  on  the  cob's  pace, 
I  can't  make  out.  We  all  know,  who  know 
Buttercup,  that  he  neither  cares  for  whip  or 
spur,  and  is  not  to  be  wheedled  or  driven 
beyond,  what  may  be  called,  a  certain  pace. 
But  on  this  occasion" —  and  the  speaker 
paused  and  glanced  at  each  individual 
listener — "he  seemed  to  fly.'' 

Robin,  the  mole-catcher,  gave  an  audible 
and  unmistakeable  chuckle  at  this  stage  of 
the  narrative.  It  was  strange,  most  strange 
and  incomprehensible,  that  any  one  should 
be  hardy  enough  to  thus  lightly  treat  a  mat- 
ter of  such  extraordinary  and  serious  import. 
At  least,  so  everybody  present  thought,  and 
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Robin  at  once  found  himself  at  a  consider- 
able discount, 

"  Upon  reaching  Tinker's-lane,"  continued 
the  farmer,  "  we  dashed  through  the  mud 
and  water,  so  that  it  fell  in  showers  over  us. 
Covered  from  head  to  foot  with  the  mire, 
wet  through,  and  almost  blinded  with  the 
dirt  getting  into  my  eyes,  I  was  glad  enough 
to  find  myself  on  the  open  wold  at  Wynford 
Cross.  Over  the  flat  we  went — and  how 
that  Pug  could  keep  up  with  Buttercup  no 
mortal  can  say — towards  the  Monk's  Dyke, 
without  seeing  or  hearing  a  hound.  For 
more  than  three  miles  we  kept  on  at  full 
speed,  and  feeling  certain  we  were  thrown 
out,  as  well  as  being  at  a  great  loss  for 
breath,  I  took  a  pull  at  Buttercup's  bridle; 
but  the  harder  I  pulled  the  faster  he  gal- 
loped. 

"  '  Don't  check  him.  Mister  Stockley,'  cried 
Pug.  '  Save  yourself  the  trouble,  sir ;  it 's 
no  use.     On  he  '11  go  in  spite  of  ye.' 

''  And  true  enough,"  said  the  farmer,  "  I 
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found  it  was  of  no  use,  and  neighbour  Joe's 
dreadful  race  coming  in  full  force  upon  me 
at  this  moment,  I  shut  my  eyes  and  gave 
myself  up,  as  a  bird  caught  in  the  fowler's 
net.  I  can  't  say  how  long  it  was  after  this ; 
but  it  appeared  to  me  much  quicker  than  it 
could  have  been  accomplished  by  the  most 
speedy  racehorse,  or " 

"Say  Meteor,"  added  Joe  Beans.  "It 
will  give  us  to  understand  what  is  meant  by 
time  and  space  being  distanced." 

"Be  it  so,"  continued  farmer  Stockley, 
good  humouredly ;  "  I  '11  say  more  quickly 
than  even  Meteor  could  have  reached  Monk's 
Dyke,  that  we  came  to  a  halt  upon  its  brink. 

"'In  two  minutes,'  said  Pug — and  he 
spoke  as  if  he  was  in  as  full  breath  and 
vigour  of  limb  as  before  we  found.  '  In 
two  minutes,'  repeated  he,  '  we  shall  see 
what  we  shall  see.' 

"  It  might  be  less ;  but  certainly  not  more 
than  the  time  named,  when  he  pointed  in 
silence  to  the  fox  just  dipping  his  nose  over 
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the  brink  of  the  dyke.  I  was  about  halloo- 
ing tally-ho  from  sheer  force  of  habit,  and 
had  my  hat  off  for  this  purpose,  when  Pug, 
holding  up  his  hand,  said, 

*''Hush!  not  a  word.  Look,  but  say 
nothing/ 

"  Like  a  child — as  a  little  mewling  infant 
in  its  nurse's  arms/'  said  farmer  Stockley, 
^*  I  felt  myself  just  as  helpless,  and  my  effort 
of  resistance  was  about  as  strong. 

"  *  Look,  but  say  nothing,'  repeated  Pug, 
in  a  whisper,  and  again  he  pointed  to  the 
fox,  who  now  stood  motionless,  listening 
with  pricked  ears  back  upon  his  line.  His 
tongue  was  hanging  from  his  opened  jaws, 
and  his  long,  white  tagged  brush  drooped 
upon  the  ground." 

"  A  mere  blind,"  chimed  in  Tom  Piper. 
"  A  mere  blind." 

''  It  might  be  so,"  resumed  the  narrator, 
"and  no  doubt  was.  But  a  more  beaten 
fox,  to  all  appearances,  my  eyes  never  be- 
held.   He  looked  as  if  he  had  no  more  run 
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in  him  than  in  a  rat ;  and  hearing  the  cry  of 
hounds  at  this  moment,  I  said,  with  my 
heart  swelling  within  me,  for  I  forgot  all 
about  how  I  got  there,  '  We  shall  see  him 
run  from  scent  to  view,  and  killed  under  our 
very  noses.' 

"'Shall  we,  indeed.  Mister  Stockley?'  re- 
turned Pug,  in  a  bantering,  sneering  kind  of 
manner.  '  It  may  be  so,  sir ;  but  until  the 
event  really  comes  off,  as  you  say  it  will,  I 
shall  hold  my  own  opinion  concerning  it.' 

"I  need  not  call  your  attention  to  what 
Monk  Dyke  is.  The  bottom  of  the  deep  and 
sloping  chasm  was  not  visible  from  the  vapour 
which  rose  and  floated  in  a  cloud  above  it, 
and  although  not  even  a  bush  grows  on  its 
sides  large  enough  to  hold  a  field  mouse,  yet 
down  he  streaked  in  the  steepest  part,  and 
became  lost  to  view  in  the  mist  below. 

"  The  hounds  were  now  coming  up  in  a 
body,  and  having  carried  a  splendid  head 
from  the  find,  without  a  check  of  any  kind 
or  sort,  through  a  heavy  and  small  enclosed 
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country,  the  field  was  beaten,  and  they  had 
had  it  all  to  themselves  for  miles.  Not  even 
the  Black  Diamond  could  live  with  them ! 

"  '  Ride  to  their  heads.  Mister  Stockley,' 
cried  Pug.  '  Get  to  their  heads,  sir,  or  we 
shall  have  necks,  legs,  and  backs,  like  so 
much  broken  crockery.' 

"  Seeing  what  he  said  was  true  enough, 
and  that  each  hound  must  be  killed  or 
injured  if  he  went  down  Monk  Dyke  at 
anything  beyond  a  creep,  I  charged  at  their 
heads,  and  did  my  best  to  stop  them,.  Eight 
and  left  they  flew,  however,  from  my  crack- 
ing thong;  and  in  spite  of  Pug,  who 
whooped  and  shrieked  and  kicked  at  them, 
as  they  swept  towards  the  verge,  down  they 
rushed,  turning  over  and  over  from  the 
brink,  and  away  they  went  like  rolling  stones 
to  the  bottom,  howling  in  mingled  and 
piteous  agony." 

''Ha!"  exclaimed  Tom  Piper,  with  a 
deep  drawn  sigh,  "  we  lost  the  pick  of  them 
at  Monk  Dyke.     But    perhaps,"  continued 
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he,  with  a  melancholy  gesture,   "  it  was  as 
well — quite  as  well  that  we  should." 

"  How  so?  "  inquired  the  landlord,  raising 
his  eyebrows.     "  How  so,  Tom?  " 

"  No  matter,"  rejoined  the  old  man,  "  it 
was  a  passing  thought." 

"  But  not  a  pleasing  one,'^  added  Joe 
Beans. 

"No,"  returned  Tom  Piper;  "not  a 
pleasing  one.  But  many  of  my  thoughts, 
now-o'days,  are  of  this  litter." 

"  Then  pardon  my  saying,  Tom,"  re- 
marked Luke  Puffy,  "  that  we  can  manage 
remarkably  well  without  a  single  whelp  of 
them  during  the  whole  course  o'  this 
evening.  I  'm  a  plain  matter  of  fact,"  con- 
tinued he;  "a  very  plain  matter  of  fact, 
and  that  being  the  case,  I  say  what  I  mean, 
and  mean  what  I  say.  Miserable  thoughts, 
or  anything  of  that  sort,  don't  suit  the  roof 
of  the  Duck  and  Gridiron." 

"  Hear,  hear,"  called  Frank  Martin. 
"Hear,  hear." 
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"  But  come,  Mister  Stockley,  we've  broken 
into  your  story,"  observed  the  landlord. 
"  Let  's  hear  the  end  of  it." 

"  The  remainder  is  soon  told,"  resumed 
the  farmer.  "  In  my  earnest  endeavours  to 
save  the  hounds,  I  pulled  Buttercup's 
haunches  over  the  Dyke.  With  his  des- 
perate plunges  to  regain  his  footing  the 
saddle  girths  snapped,  and  away  I  rolled 
like  a  hoop,  as  I  knew,  for  the  first  few 
yards;  but  long  before  I  reached  the  bottom, 
I  became  stunned  and  unconscious. 

"  Upon  regaining  my  senses,  which  was 
like  waking  from  a  dream,  I  found  myself 
lying  at  the  bottom  of  the  chasm,  sur- 
rounded by  the  ruin  of  the  pack.  No  one 
was  near;  but  as  I  raised  myself  on  my 
elbows,  I  saw  Pug  sliding  down  rapidly 
towards  me,  shouting  as  he  came  for  assis- 
tance. This  was  quickly  rendered  by  the 
field  coming  up,  and  having  no  bones  broken, 
and  learning  that  Buttercup  was  safe,  I  soon 
was  well  enough  to  be  carried  home  gently 
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on  a  hurdle,  and  here  I  am  to  have  told  my 
tale." 

"  And  a  wonder  it  is,  too,"  remarked 
Frank  Martin — a  great  wonder." 

"  From  the  find  to  the  finish,  you  see," 
said  Tom  Piper,  "  that  Pug  had  the  prin- 
cipal finger  in  the  pie.  The  mischief  was  of 
his  brewing." 

*'  Not  a  doubt  of  it,"  replied  the  farmer. 
"I  '11  never  believe  otherwise,  if  I  live  to 
be  a  century  old," 

''  He  certainly  is  a  puzzle  of  no  ordinary 
toughness,"  rejoined  Frank  Martin;  "al- 
though I  don't  give  him  credit  for  being  in 
league  with  the " 

Again  a  loud  shrill  whistle  made  every- 
one skip  nimbly  from  his  seat.  It  was 
strange — very  strange.  Every  eye  became 
fixed  on  the  keyhole  of  the  outer  door, 
from  whence  the  piercing  noise  came. 
After  a  pause  of  some  duration,  Joe  Beans 
ventured  to  observe,  that — "  The  wind  made 
a  terrible  noise." 
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"  Uncommon,"  replied  the  landlord, 
rising,  and  going  towards  the  door.  "  It 
do  make  an  uncommon  noise.  I  can't  make 
it  out  exactly,"  continued  he,  lifting  the 
latch  with  a  hesitation  which  he  would  have 
been  most  reluctant  to  confess. 

Scarcely  was  the  door  thrown  back 
squeaking  upon  its  rusty  hinge,  than  Luke 
Puffy,  uttered  an  ejaculation  of  extreme 
terror. 
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CHAPTER   VI. 

"  Shepherds  all,  and  maidens  fair, 
Fold  your  flocks  up,  for  the  air 
'Gins  to  thicken,  and  the   sun 
Already  his  great  course  has  run. 
See  the  dew-drops  how  they  kiss, 
Every  little  flower  that  is  ; 
Hanging  on  their  velvet  heads, 
Like  a  rope  of  crystal  beads." 

It  was  sunset,  and  the  labour  of  the  day 
was  done.  The  flail  no  longer  sounded 
musically  on  the  barn  floor,  and  the 
thrasher  had  taken  up  his  empty  wallet, 
and  was  on  his  road  homewards.  The  cows 
had  been  milked,  and  were  taking  them- 
selves, in  lazy,  lounging  strides,  to  the 
pastures ;  and  the  spent  team  stood  up  to 
their  knees  in  the  horsepond,  sucking  in  the 
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cooling  draught.     Cock  and  partlet  dozed 
side   by   side   upon  the  roost,    and  not  a 
pigeon  was  to  be  seen,   darting  with   rapid 
wing,    from   the     dovecot.       Among     the 
darkest  shades  of  the  hawthorn,  and  where 
the  moss  was   soft  and   green,    the   glow- 
worm's  lamp   began  to   glisten.      Cricket 
chirped  to  cricket,  and   the   horned-beetle 
drummed  through  the  air  on  heavy  wing. 
The  snatch  of  an  old  ballad  came  merrily 
from  the  lips  of  some  wayfarer,  journeying 
from  his  daily  toil,   and,  now  and  then,  the 
bark   of  a  distant  watch-dog  swelled   and 
died  upon  the  breeze.     The  joyous  shout  of 
children  at  play  on  the  village  green,  and 
the  tinkling  sheep's- bell  in  the  distant  val- 
ley, mingled  with  the  day's  declining  sounds. 
It  was  just  the  hour  when  young  warm 
hearts   can    love,    as   only   young     warm 
hearts  know  how  to  love.       It  was  just  the 
hour  when  tongues  are  less  eloquent  than 
eyes;    when  mute  looks    sink   into   secret 
depths,  to  fire  the  blood,  and  make  it  skip 
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hotly  through  the  veins.  It  was  just  the 
hour  when  sighs,  breathed  lip  against  lip, 
cause  bosoms  to  heave,  and  the  pulse  to 
flutter  more  quickly  than  its  wont.  It  was 
just  this  hour,  when  a  young  and  blushing 
girl  might  have  been  seen,  walking  in  a 
sequestered  spot,  with  her  slender  waist 
encircled  by  the  arm  of  him  she  loved 
well — fondly — perhaps  too  well.  Her 
long  and  waving  tresses  danced  upon  his 
shoulder,  as  with  turned  head  she  listened 
to  the  music  of  his  voice,  breathing  his 
ardent  vows  of  love.  Not  a  word — not  a 
syllable — but  found  its  way  to  the  inmost 
recesses  of  that  heart,  wherein  no  doubt, 
no  guile,  no  suspicion  lurked.  The  self- 
same tale  had  been  often  told,  and  yet  it 
seemed,  from  the  sparkling  eye,  and  smiling 
lip,  to  fall  as  freshly  on  her  ear  as  when 
first  revealed. 

"  Years  have  past,  and  many  scenes  and 
changes  with  them,  dearest  Maud,"  said  he, 
pressing  her  closer  to  his  side,  "  since  first 
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I  dared  to  speak  to  you  in  this  strain. 
How  long  must  it  be,"  he  continued,  '^  that 
deferred  hope  should  render  me  thus  sorely- 
sick  at  heart?" 

"  As  I  Ve  often  said  to  the  same  ques- 
tion," she  replied,  yielding — and  yet  but 
half  consenting — to  his  warm  embrace, 
"if  it  depended  upon  my  will,  Edward, 
not  a  day,  not  an  hour." 

"  Could  you  then  place  such  confidence 
in  one  whom  the  world  now  calls  by  many 
a  harsh  name  ?  " 

"  I  heed  not  what  you  're  called,"  re- 
turned Maud,  drawing  her  figure  to  its  full 
height,  "so  long,"  continued  she,  as  if 
correcting  herself,  "it  be  not  in  my 
hearing." 

"  And  what  would  my  little  champion  do 
to  accomplish  her  revenge,"  added  Sir 
Edward,  "  were  one  so  bold  as  to  give 
offence  in  traducing  me  ?  " 

*'  Anything,   that  one   wrought   to    the 

frenzied  pitch  of  anger  might  be  supposed 
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capable  of,"  said  Maud;  and  there  was  an 
import  in  her  speech,  which  left  no  doubt 
as  to  the  sincerity  of  the  feeling  dictat- 
ing it. 

"  Does  not  your  father  occasionally  ex- 
press an  opinion  of  me  in  unfavourable 
terms  ?  " 

"  Never,"  replied  Maud. 

"  Does  he  not  term  me  a  spendthrift?  " 

"  No,  Edward." 

"  Nor  a  gamester  ?  " 

'^  No." 

"  Neither  speaks  he  of  me  as  one  who  is 
ruined?"  asked  he,  gradually  raising  his 
voice. 

"  He  never  speaks  of  you,  Edward,"  she 
replied  sorrowfully ;  "  and  seldom,  indeed,  do 
we  exchange  a  word  upon  any  subject  now." 

**  And  yet  he  might  have  done  so  with 
great  truth,"  rejoined  he.  "I 'mall  this, 
and,  perhaps,  even  more." 

"  Penitence  begins  with  confession,"  added 
Maud,  "  and  pardon  awaits  contrition.     Be 
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no  more  what  you  have  been,  dearest  Ed- 
ward," continued  she,  entreatingly ;  "  but, 
turning  from  evil  to  good,  seek  your  own 
happiness  and  mine  in  an  amended  life." 

"  I  would,"  returned  he,  with  almost  fierce- 
ness in  his  gesture,  "  as  Heaven 's  my  judge, 
if  I  knew  but  how !" 

"  Knew  but  how,  Edward  ?"  she  repeated, 
in  a  tone  of  surprise. 

"  Aye,"  replied  he,  "  if  I  saw  how  the 
trammels  of  misery  and  sin,  which  beset  me, 
could  be  severed,  I'd  break  from  them, 
dearest ;  and,  as  you  say,  seek  that  happi- 
ness from  which  I  have  been  long  estranged 
in  an  amended  life.  But,"  and  he  spoke 
with  bitter  anguish,  "it  is  too  late,  Maud, 
it  is  too  late." 

"  Say  not  so,"  she  rejoined.  ''  It  never  can 
be  too  late  to  begin  the  work  of  repent- 
ance." 

"  In  most  cases  it  may  be  as  you  say, 
dearest,"  added  Sir  Edward;  "but  in  mine, 
alas !  it  is  so.     Enthralled  in  debts  and  diffi- 
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culties,  harassed,  and  pursued;  I  know  not 
how  to  turn,  much  less  to  stop." 

"  These  sound  to  me  like  wild  words,  dear 
Edward,"  observed  Maud. 

"  They  're  wild  words,"  replied  he,  '^  from 
still  wilder  thoughts." 

''  I  beseech  you  to  be  calm,"  she  returned, 
entreatingly,  "  and  let  me  be  your  counsellor. 
Tell  me  all  the  causes  of  your  cares  and 
sorrows,  and  then  let  us  decide  upon  the  best 
course  for  their  alleviation." 

"  They  are  readily  summed  up,"  added  he. 
"  Sanguine  beyond  reason,  hoping  against 
hope,  and  regardless  of  experience,  I  have 
let  the  past  hurry  me  on,  from  step  to  step, 
until  no  retreat  from  positive  and  speedy 
ruin  remains.  With  desperation,  which  the 
desperate  can  only  know,  I  have  tried  to 
redeem  loss  after  loss,  while  the  attempts 
have  only  proved  additions  to  my  burthen. 
I  would  not  now  blame  any  one  but  myself, 
and  yet,  had  I  met  with  less  austerity,  at 
least  in  earlier  days,  from " 
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"  I  know  who  you  would  name,"  inter- 
rupted Maud,  hastily,  and  with  anguish 
deeply  pourtrayed  in  its  tone.  "  It  might — 
it  would  have  been  different,"  continued  she ; 
''  but  we  will  not  blame  him  now.  Let  us 
speak  rather  of  the  future,  Edward,  than  of 
the  past." 

"  Be  it  so,"  replied  he ;  "  and  yet  it  offers 
a  no  less  gloomy  subject  for  discussion." 

"  Great  perils,"  remarked  Maud,  placing  a 
hand  upon  his  shoulder,  and  looking  him 
earnestly  in  the  face,  "  should  be  met  with 
an  undaunted  and  unquailing  spirit.  The 
bold  can  only  shew  their  courage  when 
danger  is  to  be  met.  Let  us  shew  ours, 
Edward,"  continued  she,  "  by  meeting  that 
which  threatens  us." 

"What  would  you  have  me  do?"  he  in- 
quired hastily.  "  I  have  lost  all  on  earth 
but  you,  and  having  done  that,  proved 
myself  unwortliy  of  your  love.  For  what 
am  I  but  a  beggar — ruined,  and  penniless  ?" 

**  And  if,  as  you  say,  Edward,"  she  replied, 
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with  a  steady  voice,  "  that  you  are  ruined 
and  penniless,  I  '11  share  your  poverty,  and 
gladly  bear  with  it,  as  I  would  your  riches. 
The  time  approaches  when  I  shall  have  the 
right  to  openly  declare  my  willing  consent 
to  become  your  wife,  and  the  voice  raised 
against  it — let  it  be  whose  it  may — might  as 
well  be  hushed  in  the  silence  of  the  dead. 
With  my  affection  for  you,  dear  one,''  con- 
tinued she,  ^'  I  weigh  nothing  in  this  world." 

"  What  can  I  answer  ?"  he  rejoined, 
clasping  her  to  his  breast.  "  To  say  that 
I  've  lost  all  ?  No,  no ; — "  and  then  long  and 
warm  kisses  were  given  and  exchanged,  and 
many  an  endearing  word  was  murmured 
with  them. 

"  Tell  me,"  said  Maud,  disengaging  herself 
from  his  embrace,  "  do  Lady  Warren  and 
Kose  know  of  your  distressed  condition  ?" 

"Not  nearly  to  its  extent,"  replied  he; 
''  neither  do  they  even  suspect  the  worst." 

"  I  chanced  to  hear  Simon  Slip  say  to  my 
father  a  few  days  since,"  observed  Maud.  '^  it 
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will  be  a  sorry  day  for  the  poor  when  the 
family  quit  the  Grange.'  Is  it  likely  that 
your  necessities  will  drive  you  from  the  old 
home?" 

"  I  fear  so,''  he  returned,  "  unless " 

He  would  have  added  something;  but  it 
died  upon  his  lips. 

"  What  would  you  have  said  ?  "  asked  his 
companion. 

"  It  matters  not,"  was  the  reply.  "  We 
will  speak  no  longer  upon  the  subject  now. 
Within  a  brief  period  I  must  know  the 
cause  which  the  future  only  will  leave  me 
to  adopt,  and  then  will  be  the  time  for  acting 
on  that  alternative." 

"  Let  not,  however,  this  dire  misfortune 
— if  come  it  must,"  returned  Maud,  "  lower 
suddenly  upon  your  house.  Prepare  those 
whom  it  most  concerns,  and  break,  at  least, 
the  abruptness  of  the  blow." 

"  I  will,"  rejoined  he,  "  rest  assured.  For 
a  short  time  longer,  however,  I  wish  nothing 
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said  of  aught  that  we  have  spoken.    Upon 
you,  dearest,  I  know  I  may  depend." 

"  In  this,  as  in  everything,"  she  added, 
"  you  may  rely  upon  my  strict  conformity 
to  your  slightest  intimations.  Whatever 
you  require  of  me,  Edward,  no  woman — no 
creature,  shall  ever  more  faithfully  or  cheer- 
fully perform." 

"  That  I  know  full  well,"  said  he;  "  and 
for  such  confidence  and  aiFection,  I  feel 
myself  inadequate  to  make  a  tithe  of  a  re- 
turn." 

"  Before,  however,  quite  bringing  our 
subject  to  a  close,"  remarked  Maud,  "  will 
you  promise  me  this? — never  to  let  despair 
creep  into  your  thoughts,  let  what  may 
happen.  If  we  have  to  go,"  continued  she, 
"  a  long  way  ofi*,  and  seek  in  other  climes 
that  peace  which  we  are  denied  in  this,  still 
we  shall  be  together,  and  being  together, 
must  be  happy." 

"  That  thought  alone  would  render  des- 
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pair  impossible,"  added  he.  "I  could  re- 
gard nothing  with  despair,  but  the  growing 
coldness  of  your  love." 

"  And  as  that  can  never  be,"  returned 
Maud,  with  the  energy  of  truth  in  each  syl- 
lable, as  it  fell  from  her  lips,  "  we  will  not 
dwell  upon  impossibilities." 

And  then  they  talked  of  other  times,  and 
scenes  long  since  past,  but  not  forgotten. 
When  in  early  childhood's  days  they  wove 
garlands  together  as  love  gifts,  calling  each 
other  '  sweetheart,'  and  loving  then  as  angels 
only  love. 

'^  The  night  steals  on,"  observed  Maud ; 
"  we  must  soon  think  of  returning." 

"  Hist !  "  ejaculated  her  companion,  stop- 
ping suddenly.  *'  I  thought  I  heard  foot- 
steps coming  this  way." 

An  approaching  sound  was  now  distinctly 
audible. 

*'  ^Ye  can  escape  observation,"  continued 
he,  "  by  secreting  ourselves  behind  the  trunk 
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of  this  oak.  Its  deep  shade  will  hide  us 
from  the  most  vioilant  of  sio^ht." 

Scarcely  had  they  placed  themselves 
beneath  the  out-spreading  limbs  of  the 
neighbouring  tree,  when  the  outline  of  a 
figure  loomed  through  the  murky  twilight. 
Certainly  it  neared  the  spot  where  they 
stood,  and  when  within  some  dozen  yards 
appeared  to  hesitate  whether  to  proceed  or 
not.  More  than  once  it  bent  its  head  down- 
wards, as  if  in  the  endeavour  to  trace  some 
retreating  sound,  and,  occasionally,  a  hand 
was  raised  to  shade  the  eyes,  peering  through 
the  darkness. 

''  Who  is  he?  "  asked  Maud,  in  a  whisper, 
and  as  she  spoke  her  frame  trembled  like  an 
aspen  leaf. 

Sir  Edward  gave  no  reply,  but  kept  his 
eyes  fixed  steadily  on  the  form. 

After  remaining  stationary  for  a  few 
seconds,  the  figure  hurried  past,  and  pro- 
ceeded on  its  way. 
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*'  Did  you  recognise  him?  "  inquired  Sir 
Edward,  sternly. 

"  No,"  replied  Maud,  every  nerve  still 
quivering. 

"Why  do  you  shake?"  asked  he,  with 
undisguised  anger. 

''  Indeed,  I  know  not,"  replied  Maud. 
"  But  why  speak  to  me  thus  abruptly?  " 

"  Pardon  me,"  he  rejoined.  "  I — I — I 
scarcely  know  sometimes  what  I  say." 

"  You  are  agitated,  Edward,"  returned 
she,  with  the  deepest  solicitude.  Pray  tell 
me  the  cause?  " 

"  That  man  who  dogged  our  footsteps," 
added  he. 

"  And  who  was  that?  " 

"  One  who  not  long  since  proclaimed  him- 
self my  rival,"  replied  Sir  Edward. 

"  Now,  Heaven  help  you,  Edward ! " 
ejaculated  Maud.  "  Is  it  possible  that  such 
a  rival  could  provoke  an  angry  thought — 
discovered,  too,  in  the  meanest  and  most 
contemptible  of  all  acts?" 
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"  And  for  which  he  shall  answer,"  returned 
he,  passionately. 

"  Nay,  nay,"  rejoined  Maud.  "  Let  Mis- 
ter Racket  and  his  offences  pass  from  your 
memory.  They  are  not  worthy  of  your 
resentment.'* 

The  moon  was  shedding  her  pale  rays  on 
fields,  hill  top,  and  valley,  and  flashing  them 
in  the  stream  with  dazzling  brightness,  as 
the  lovers  wended  their  way  homewards. 

It  might  have  gone  hard  with  Jack  Rac- 
ket's corpus  delecti^  had  he  been  discovered 
peeping  round  the  sharp  corner  of  the  bye- 
road  down  which  they  passed. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


For  ought  that  ever  I  could  read, 

Could  ever  hear  by  tale  or  history, 

The  course  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth.' 


Day  succeeded  day,  month  followed 
month,  and  still  old  John  Racket  occupied 
the  same  easy  chair  by  his  fireside.  Betty 
Grudgeall  continued  to  administer  his  water 
gruel,  and  his  son  continued  alternately  to 
please  and  displease  him,  in  accordance 
with  his  whim  or  humour. 

Singular  as  it  may  appear.  Truth  de- 
mands it  to  be  chronicled,  that,  during  the 
interval  of  an  hour,  one  morning,  as  "the 
scion  of  the  noble  stock  of  Racket  occupied 
a  seat  opposite  his  father,  he  neither  whis- 
tled, sung,  hallooed,  cheered,  nor  swore. 
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As  if  surprised  or  wearied  with  this 
unusual  lull,  old  John  observed,  somewhat 
snappishly, ''  You  're  meagre  company,  sir — 
very  meagre." 

''  'T  isn't  often  that  I  'm  so,  though,"  re- 
plied Jack,  with  a  fling  of  his  legs.  "  Better 
company  can't  be  found,  guv'nor,  when  fit 
and  up  to  the  mark." 

"  A  wild  lad,  sometimes,"  rejoined  the 
old  man,  chuckling  inwardly.  "  A  wild  lad, 
sometimes." 

"  Tame  enough,  just  now,"  returned 
Jack.  "  Couldn't  call  cuckoo,  if  1  was  to 
try." 

"  What 's  the  matter,  Jack  ?  Tell  your 
old  father  what's  amiss,  boy." 

"  As  I  once  told  you  before,"  replied  he, 
I  'm  in  love,  damn  me  !  " 

"Is  that  all?"  asked  old  John,  still 
chuckling ;   "  is  that  all?  " 

"  Not  exactly,"  said  Jack.  "If  it  was 
perhaps  I  might  get  over  it  in  a  glass  of 
brandy-and-water.         But     one    can't   get 
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orandy-and-water  without  money  or  credit, 
and  I  've  got  neither.  A  pretty  sort  of  a 
^:k  for  a  gent  like  me,"  he  continued,  "  to 
be  in  love,  and  without  money  or  credit ! 
A  precious  taming  dose  that,  I  think." 

"  Well,  well !  "  ejaculated  old  John,  who 
always  turned  from  the  subject  of  money  in 
discussions  with  his   son.     "Let  us  speak 

about  the  first.    What  of  this — he,  he,  he ! 

love  afi'air,  eh  ?  Do  ye  sigh  together,  eh  ? 
and  talk  all  kinds  of  fal-the-ral  tits,  to- 
gether, eh?    Do  ye?" 

"  Quite  t'other,"  interrupted  Jack,  losing 
his  patience.  "  We  don't  do  anything  o' 
the  sort.     Quite  difierent." 

"  Then  tell  your  old  father  what  you  do 
and  say.    Tell  him,  Jack,  tell  him." 

"  That 's  a  nice,  reasonable  kind  of  a  re- 
quest, guv'nor,"  returned  his  son,  in  an 
injured  tone,  "that  is.  To  ask  a  gent 
what  he  does  and  says  when  he  goes  and 
sees  his  fee-male!  I  should  like  to  know 
where  your  manners  were  picked  up  ?  " 
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"  Tut,  tut,"  added  old  John.  "  Don't  be 
in  a  passion,  boy — don't  be  in  a  passion." 

"Passion  be  blistered!"  ejaculated  his 
son.  "  I  'm  in  no  passion,  guv'nor;  but  do 
be  a  little  decent  and  respectable  in  your 
requests.  If  we  are  gents,"  continued  he, 
'*  let  us  behave  as  such." 

Old  John  Eacket  lifted  his  bird-claw 
hands  from  the  folds  of  his  blankets,  and 
chaffing  them  together  gently,  knitted  his 
overhanging  and  shaggy  brows,  as  if  pon- 
dering on  some  sudden  thought.  After  a 
few  moments  of  silent  reflection,  he  re- 
marked, "  You  're  not  a  man  of  business, 
Jack — you  Ve  not  a  man  of  business." 

''Business  be  spavined!"  exclaimed  Jack, 
irritably.  "  Who  the  devil  wants  to  be  a 
man  of  business,  I  should  like  to  know? 
A'nt  I  bred  and  born,  cut,  carved,  whittled, 
filed,  and  polished  for  an  out-an'-out  gen- 
tleman ?  You  ought  to  feel  proud  of  your 
son,  guv'nor,"  continued  he,  dropping  the 
interrogatives.    ''  You  ought  to  be  proud  of 
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him^  Mister  Racket,  senior,  as  that  wall- 
ey'd,  curb-hock'd,  roman-nos'd,  goose-rump'd, 
broken  winded  old  screw,  Bet  Grudgeall, 
calls  ye." 

"■  I  am,"  replied  his  father,  with  his  eyes 
twinkling  in  their  sunken  sockets.  "  Very, 
Jack — very." 

"  Then  why  don't  you  make  good  your 
words,"  resumed  Jack,  in  a  tone  well  balanced 
between  injury  and  indignation,  "and  back 
him  in.  Isn't  it  dreadful  for  a  game  chicken 
like  me  to  be  fluttering  on  his  back  in  this 
style?" 

*'  I  '11  put  you  on  your  legs  again,"  replied 
old  John.     "  Listen,  and  be  patient.   Jack." 

"  If  you  're  going  to  come  the  sensible  in 
that  way,"  rejoined  his  son,  "  of  course 
you  '11  find  me  just  the  sort  of  audience. 
Lead  away." 

"  She 's — he,  he,  he !"  chuckled  old  John, 
"  she  's  been  a  little  cross  and  coy  with  ye, 
Jack,  eh?    Is  that  it?" 

"  May  I  be  glandered !  "  returned   Jack, 
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"  if  ever  I  met  with  one  who  sets  her  back 
up  as  she  does.  'T  isn't  possible  to  get 
nearer  to  her  than  the  reach  of  a  four-in  hand 
thong;  and  if  you  just  give  that  a  flank  and 
touch  her,  she  either  bolts,  or  ups  with  her 
heels,  and  let's  fly  bang  over  the  splinter  bar. 
Such  a  cantankerous  little  filly,"  continued 
he,  "I  never  clapped  eyes  upon  as  'Torney's 
daughter." 

"  You're  not  a  man  of  business,  Jack," 
again  said  his  father,  shaking  his  head. 
"  You'  re  not  a  man  of  business.  Jack." 

"  There  you  are  again,  guv'nor !  "  added 
his  son,  bringing  the  open  palm  of  his  hand 
against  his  forehead  with  a  loud  crack. 
"  It 's  enough  to  make  a  gent  cut  his  father 
and  deny  his  pedigree !  What  the  devil  have 
I  to  do  with  dirty,  mean,  sneaking,  low, 
sweep-like,  business,  I  should  like  to  know? 
If  I  took  to  disgracin'  myself  with  business 
— damn  me,  I'd  adopt  the  cat's  meat 
line." 

"Ah!"  ejaculated  his  father,  swaying  his 
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body  to  and  fro;  "  if  you'd  been  a  man  of 
business,  Jack,  your  bargain  would  have 
been  made,  lad,  long  ago.  The  parcel  might 
have  been  sold,  invoice  delivered,  expenses 
reckoned,  and  balance  struck." 

"  Why,  you  speak  of  a  young  fee-male, 
guv'nor,"  observed  Jack,  with  the  most  dis- 
cordant whine  of  discontent,  "  as  if  she  was 
a  crate  of  crockery." 

*'  Just,"  interposed  old  John  Racket, 
thrusting  his  head  suddenly  forwards,  and 
drawing  it  back  again  like  a  tortoise,  "just." 

"  Humph  !  "  returned  Jack,  "  That  's  a 
nice  loving,  cooing  tender,  and  crummy 
kind  of  a  way  to  get  into  the  pigskin 
of  a  young  fee-male's  affections,  that  is! 
Shouldn't  wonder,  but  you  've  been  quite  a 
fancy  man  among  the  petticoats  and  bits  of 
muslin,  guv'nor." 

Old  John  Eacket  signified  his  entire  con- 
tempt at  this  speculative  supposition  on  the 
part  of  his  son,  by  feebly  snapping  a  finger 
and  thumb. 
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"Not  I,"  said  he.  "A  woman  was  always 
a  woman  in  my  eyes, — black,  brown,  yellow, 
or  white,  Jack,  they  were  all  the  same  to 
me." 

'*  Ah!"  exclaimed  his  son.  "  Some  tastes 
aint  strikingly  nice,  you  see;  and  yours 
wasn't  over  particular." 

'-*  Perhaps  not,"  replied  the  old  man. 
'•'•  But  there 's  one  thing  I  know,  Jack,"  con- 
tinued he,  lowering  his  voice,  and  laughing 
inwardly  as  he  spoke ;  "  there  's  one  thing  1 
know  about  women.  Jack,"  continued  he, 
"  which  you  seem  to  have  forgotten,  or,  it 
may  be,  never  knew." 

''  Haw,  haw,  haw ! "  laughed  Jack,  holding 
his  sides  as  he  made  his  boisterous  peal  of 
mirth  echo  and  vibrate  through  the  house. 
"  Haw,  haw,  haw !  Come,  that 's  a  good  un, 
that  is!" 

"  It  's  true,"  rejoined  his  father,  again 
thrusting  out  his  head  with  a  jerk;  "  quite 
true." 

"  And  what,  my   downy  old   cove  of  a 
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guv'nor,"  returned  Jack,  beginning  to  lose 
all  eiFect  of  despondency,  "  is  this  wrinkle 
you  're  up  to,  eh?" 

"  They  're  to  be  bought,  Jack,"  added  old 

John,  "  and "  he  paused  for  a  moment, 

and  looked  at  his  son,  with  his  own  peculiar 
cunning  and  twinkling  gaze — "  and,"  con- 
tinued he,  "  solcL^^ 

''  A  precious  sort  of  bargain,  sir,"  said 
Jack,  as  if  wounded  Avith  the  explanation, 
"  to  sell  your  only  son  and  offspring,  I  must 
say.  Who  the  devil  didn't  know  that 
women  were  bought  and  sold,  I  should  like 
to  be  informed?  Do  you  think  I,  Jack 
Racket,  wasn't  up  to  that  move  ?  Upon  my 
soul,  guv'nor,  if  you  were  not  my  respected 
parent,  I  should  consider  it  a  trifling  shade 
more  than  chaff,  and  cut  up  uncommon 
rough," 

"Know  it  or  not,"  replied  his  father, 
"your  acts  are  none  the  wiser  from  the 
knowledge." 
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"How    SO,    guv'nor?"    inquired  Jack. 
'^Howso?" 

"  How  so !  "  sneered  old  John.  "  Here 
you  Ve  been  weeks — months — dilly-dallying 
after  Sharp's  chit  of  a  daughter,  and  no 
nearer  your  mark  now  than  at  the  onset. 
A  pretty  sort  of  a  lady's  man.  Jack,  you 
are!" 

"  Come,  come !  "  returned  his  son,  "  don't 
be  ridiculous,  guv'nor.  As  to  my  not  being 
a  lady's  man — damn  me ! — where  are  you 
to  find  a  top  sawyer  o'  the  breed,  if  not  in 
JackKacket?" 

"  Hah !  "  ejaculated  old  John.  "  You  Ve 
lost  time,  lad,  and  made  no  head-way.  Isn't 
that  it,  eh?" 

"  A  devilish  close  likeness,  guv'nor,"  re- 
plied Jack.  "  Upon  my  soul,  you  're  not  far 
out !  If  I  pass,"  continued  he,  "  the  little 
compliment  of  winkin'  at  her  on  the  sly, 
she  cuts  me  short  as  pie  crust,  with  a  look 
blacker  than  thunder.    I  can't  put  in  a  word 
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of  soft  sawder,  gammon  and  froth,  without 
such  a  dig  in  my  breadbasket  from  her 
double  edged  tongue,  that  sets  every  pore 
in  my  skin  a-swettin'.  And  as  for  touching 
her  withers,  guvnor !  " — the  speaker  stopped 
and  gasped  like  a  freshly  landed  trout. 
"  Yes,  I  once  was  going  to  put  a  fore  finger 
on  her  lily  white  withers ;  but  spiflicate  my 
vitals,  if  ever  I  try  that  dodge  again !  " 

''  Hah!  "  again  ejaculated  his  father  with 
fretful  impatience.     "  Hah !  " 

"  To  make  matters  more  pleasant  and 
agreeable,"  resumed  Jack,  "  I  caught  her 
last  evening  caterwaulin'  with  Ned  Warren, 
after  dark." 

"  Hah  !  "  for  the  third  time  exclaimed  old 
John.     "  A  beggar !  " 

"It's  a  painful  proceeding,  guv'nor," 
whined  Jack,  "  taking  it  altogether.  I'd  quite 
set  my  heart  upon  making  a  match  with  the 
little  filly ;  and,  as  far  as  I  see,  I  'm  floored 
and  browned  as  a  muffin." 

"  You  would  have   your  own  obstinate 
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way,"  rejoined  his  father,  "  and  insist  upon 
what  you  called  '  winning  her.'  If  you  'd 
been  guided  by  me,  and  my  love-making — 
he,  he,  he ! — ^your  fingers  might  have  touched 
her  lily  white  withers  long  ere  now." 

"  Don't  teaze  a  fellow  by  that  sort  of  tan- 
talizin'  game,  guv'nor,"  returned  Jack, 
irritably.  "  If  you  know  a  good  move,  put 
your  only  son  and  offspring  up  to  it,  in  a 
liberal  kind  of  a  spirit;  but  don't  give  a 
thirsty  soul  dust  and  ashes  for  a  draught." 

"You  would  like  her,  Jack,  eh?"  asked 
his  father  in  a  wao^D^ish  tone. 

"  Amazingly,"  replied  his  son.  "  A — ma- 
zingly ! " 

"  And  her  money — the  hard,  ringing, 
musical  metal,  Jack,  eh?  " 

"Beyond  all  calculation,  guv'nor!"  fer- 
vently rejoined  his  son.  "  I  should  like  it 
in  a  sort  of  down-on-your-knees  style." 

Old  John  Racket  stretched  his  long,  wiry 
neck  from  the  folds  of  his  blankets »— not 
unlike  a  venerable  tortoise  from  his  shell  — 
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and  said,  casting  a  glance  of  distrust  over 
his  shoulder  at  the  door,"  you  shall  have 
both,  Jack ;  you  shall  have  both." 

"  That 's  your  time  o'day !"  shouted  Jack, 
whirling  his  arms  in  the  air.  "  Chink -wink 
^em  along." 

"  Hush !  "  interposed  his  father.  "  Hush !" 
said  he,  pointing  significantly  to  the  door, 
''  she  '11  hear  us,  Jack,  if  we  talk  so  loud." 

"  She !  "  repeated  his  son.  "  What  she  do 
ye  mean?" 

"Betty,"  replied  old  John,  somewhat  ner- 
vously. "  Betty,"  continued  he  in  a  whisper, 
"  is  always  on  the  peep  and  listen." 

"  The  foxy,  catawarnpous,  old  vixen !  " 
exclaimed  Jack.  "  What 's  she  to  care  a 
dump  about  ?  " 

"  Mischief  sometimes  lurks  in  things 
beneath  our  notice,"  responded  his  father. 
"  We  '11  not  provoke  hers  by  want  of  a  little 
policy.  Let 's  keep  our  own  counsel.  Jack, 
in  this  business,  and  leave  the  rest  to  me." 

*'  But  give  us  a  notion,"  rejoined  his  son, 

G  2 
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"  of  the  style  in  which  you  're  going  to  make 
play  in  this  match.  Is  it  to  be  a  waiting  race, 
or  are  you  going  to  start  at  score  and  cut 
the  iilly  down  with  a  rush,  guv'nor?" 

''  I  mean  to  act  like  a  man  of  business," 
slowly  replied  old  John,  "  m  a  matter  of 
business.  It 's  a  way  I  've  had  for  many 
years,  Jack,  and  one  I  mean  to  continue  as 
lono;  as  I  live." 

"  You're  a  downy  cove,  guv'nor !"  returned 
his  son  with  a  patronizing  air,  "  and  one 
who  could  put  many  of  the  family  of  Flat- 
man  up  to  a  number  of  artful  moves  and 
profitable  dodges.  In  a  general  line  of 
course,"  continued  he,  with  a  swaggering  roll 
of  his  head,  ''they  are  not  wanted  at  this 
shop.  Jack  Rackett's  ra-ther  too  wide  awake 
for  that.  But  when  it  comes  to  business — 
damn  me — 1  'm  flung  out  in  a  twinkling. 
Can't  make  a  stride  with  any  degree  of  cer- 
tainty, and  feel  like  a  blind  oss  'mong  rollin' 
stones  and  stubs  o'  trees." 

"  Leave  all  to  me,  Jack,"  added  his  father. 
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"  It 's  my  wish,"  and  he  again  cast  a  furtive 
glance  towards  the  door,  "  to  see  you  mar- 
ried, boy,  before  I  go  to  that  bourne  from 
which " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  interrupted  Jack.  "  I  can 
fancy  the  rest.     Go  on." 

"  To  see  you  married,  boy,"  resumed  his 
father,  "  to  money,  is  my  heart's  wish.  The 
lawyer  has  money — so  have  I.  We  will 
put  our  heads  together  and  settle  how  that 
money  is  to  be  made  one  heap  of  at  our 
deaths — but  not  before,  Jack,"  continued 
the  old  man  with  a  leer,  "not  before,  mind 

ye." 

"Well!"  exclaimed  Jack,  with  a  look 
which  bore  a  close  likeness  to  that  of  his 
parent's  ;  "the  sooner  the  better,  I  say, 
that  's  all ! " 

"That's  honest,"  replied  old  John,  with 
an  inward  explosion  of  mirth,  sounding  not 
unlike  the  feeble  crow  of  a  cock  in  a  dream. 
"  And  the  wish  will  not  quicken  the  event — 
he,  he,  he ! 


126  OUR   COUNTY. 

"  Confound  all  wishes  and  thoughts !  " 
ejaculated  his  son,  "  I  hate  'em  all — every 
one.  Let  us  cut  into  the  pack  of  facts,  and 
talk  of  things  as  they  are — the  ready,  I  call 
'em.  What  the  devil  do  we  know  of  any 
thing  else  but  just  the  turn-up  o'  the  deal, 
eh?" 

"  Spoken  like  myself  in  younger  days, 
Jack,"  rejoined  his  father,  softly  caressing 
the  tips  of  his  fingers.  "  Just  as  I  thought 
then,  and  now  think,  boy — he,  he,  he !  The 
turn-up  card  is  what  we  must  speculate  on. 
He,  he,  he !  Nothing  more,  nothing  more, 
lad." 

"  Did  it  ever  cross  your  old  artful  cobweb 
of  a  brain,  guv'nor,"  remarked  his  son,  "that 
'Torney  would  be  likely  to  be  tickled  with 
the  gammon  of  My  Lady  for  his  daughter?  " 

"He?"  exclaimed  old  John,  with  greater 
vehemence  than  his  debilitated  condition 
would  appear  capable.  "  He  'd  sooner  see 
her  stiffened  in  her  coffin.  Jack,  than  wedded 
to  a  beggar — a  beggar  in  all  but  a  name." 
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^'  It  was  a  good  'un  once  across  a  stamp 
bit  of  stiff,"  observed  Jack,  with  a  sigh. 

"A  thing  that  was,  is  of  the  past,"  re- 
turned his  father.  "  I  thought  you  wished 
to  speak  of  things  as  they  are,  Jack." 

"I  do,  guv'nor,"  added  his  son,  with  an 
air  of  vexation.  "I  do,  upon  my  soul. 
Don't  get  impatient.  And  so,"  continued 
he,  "  you  *re  opinion  is,  that  'Torney  isn't 
to  be  gammoned  by  froth  'o  that  kind,  eh?" 

"Nothing  but  money,"  was  the  reply, 
"will  ever  gain  that  end.  I  have  it,  and 
with  the  coin.  Jack,  I'll  buy  his  daughter 
for  ye.  It 's  a  good,  thrifty,  money-making 
scheme — one  which  will  suit  the  interests  of 
all.  Leave  the  working  of  it  to  me.  Jack. 
Leave  the  working  of  it  to  me." 

"With  all  my  heart,"  rejoined  his  son, 
starting  to  his  feet.  "  That  's  your  time 
o'  day !     Chink-wink  'em  along." 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

"  Enjoy  the  honey-heavy  dew  of  slumber ; 
Thou  hast  no  figures,  nor  no  fantasies, 
Which  busy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men ; 
Therefore  thou  sleep'st  so  sound/' 

Sonorous  was  the  snoar,  and  light — if  a 
smile  upon  his  lip  proved  an  index  to  it — 
was  the  dream  which  Joe  Beans  the  miller 
indulged  in  at  the  termination  of  a  fortifying, 
substantial  dinner,  consisting  of— it  may  be 
as  well  to  be  particular — a  boiled  leg  of  pickled 
pork,  peas  pudding,  and  cabbage.  In  a  short- 
legged,  straight-backed,  quaintly  carved  chair 
he  sat,  deeply  wrapped  in  those  slumbers 
which,  to  him,  were  about  the  most  com- 
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fortable  of  his  existence.  For  with  a  wise 
resolve  to  weed  each  bitter  reality  and  fact 
from  the  romance  and  poetry  of  the  shadowy 
realms  of  sleep,  Joe  never  dreamt  of  Sally 
Beans  nor  Pug,  nor  anything,  nor  anyone 
charged  with  the  gall  of  unpalatable  remi- 
niscence. It  was  of  Meteor  perhaps,  or  some 
jovial  neighbour  in  a  social  home,  that  Joe 
had  uppermost  in  his  idle,  sluggish  fancy ; 
but  be  it  of  whom  or  what  it  might,  the 
miller's  lips  were  pursed  with  laughter,  and 
the  springing  of  a  secret  mine  within  his 
system,  now  and  then,  gave  evidence  of  the 
super-abundance  of  good  humour  with  which 
he  was  filled  to  the  cork. 

A  buzzing  fly — a  vindictive  insect  with 
the  spleen  which  a  fly  can  only  entertain 
towards  one  buried  in  the  honey-heavy  dew 
of  slumber  — settled  upon  the  tip  of  his  nose 
and  began  even  to  comb  his  wings  and  legs 
thereon. 

No  sooner  had  the  trespass  been  committed 
than  Sally  Beans,  with  an  aspect  of  counte- 

G  3 
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nance  anything  but  meek,  dropped  the 
constant  labour  of  uniting  the  trellis  work 
of  a  dilapidated  stocking,  and  made  a  dab  at 
the  interloper. 

It  was  a  risk — a  great  risk — both  to  jovial 
Joe's  nose  and  the  fly's  active  state  in  ento- 
mology. Sally  never  did  things  by  halves, 
and  the  claw  which  she  made  would,  had 
the  nose  or  the  fly  been  reached,  intentionally 
or  accidentally,  have  annihilated  both,  or, 
as  a  matter  of  course — either. 

The  fly  winged  its  course  anew,  Joe  Beans 
gave  his  nose  a  drowsy  scrub,  with  never 
so  much  as  a  peep  from  the  corner  of  an  eye, 
and  relapsed  into  his  double-bass  snore. 

For  the  nonce  it  may  appear  strangely 
unaccountable,  that  Miss  Beans  should  have 
exerted  herself  to  this  deed  of  charity,  or 
vengeance ;  for  to  which  of  the  two  it  was 
most  closely  assimilated,  cannot  be  decided 
up  to  this  point.  Time  and  circumstances 
however,  as  they  roll  onwards  in  their 
irresistible    course,    unravel    the    mystery 
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and  wondrous  marvel  of  the  hidden  fu- 
ture. 

A  long  shrill  whistle,  not  unlike  that  which 
startled  the  company  at  the  Duck  and  Grid- 
iron, was  now  heard  not  far  from  the  gar  • 
den-gate.  Miss  Beans  rose  on  tip-toe,  smiled, 
then  looked  with  trepidation  at  her  slum- 
bering parent,  pressed  a  finger  upon  her  lips, 
as  if  to  insure  her  own  silence,  and  glided 
to  the  door.  It  was  the  work  of  a  moment 
to  lift  the  latch,  and  without  chink,  clink, 
or  jar,  it  was  raised ;  and  then  Miss  Beans 
made  a  telegraphic  communication  with  a 
beckoning  hand,  which  was  met  with  an 
instantaneous  and  practical  reply,  in  the  pre- 
sentation of  Pug's  visage  round  the  doorpost. 

"  Is  it  all  right?"  enquired  Pug,  looking 
about  him  with  the  quick  suspicious  glance 
of  a  monkey,  more  especially  as  if  antici- 
pating an  attack  in  the  rear. 

"  Quite,''  briefly  and  conclusively  res- 
ponded Miss  Beans.     "  It 's  quite  right." 

"Glad  of  it,"  rejoined  Pug,  peering  into 
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the  apartment.  "  Oh !  "  continued  he,  point- 
ing to  the  somnolescent  miller,  there  he  is  as 
fast  as  a  church,''  and  with  this  seemingly 
irrelevant  simile,  he  strode  with  confidence 
into  the  room,  albeit  lighter  of  foot  than  was 
his  custom. 

It  was  of  the  best  brewing  no  doubt, 
contained  in  the  tankard  at  Joe's  elbow.  It 
had  all  the  appearance  on  the  surface,  of  the 
real  genuine,  unadulterated,  Joe  Beanish 
best  October  about  it.  The  wonder  is  that 
the  miller  had  not  fathomed  its  contents, 
before  consigning  himself  to  the  lulling  in- 
fluence of  his  after-dinner  repose.  So  Pug 
thought,  as  his  quick  eyes  fell  upon  the  white 
crested  foam  which  encircled  the  brim,  and 
thinking  also  each  minute  would  detract  from 
the  freshness  of  the  draught,  he  clutched  the 
vessel  in  his  grasp  and — hesitated. 

Miss  Beans  grimly  smiled,  as  she  signified 
her  entire  approval  at  the  threatened  filching 
of  her  parent's  draught,  and  she  hastened 
the  result  by  inserting  the  tip  of  a  finger  in 
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her  mouth,  by  way  of  signalizing  the  course 
in  which  Pug  was  to  pour  the  real,  genuine, 
unadulterated,  Joe  Beanish  best  October, 
without  further  pause  or  stop. 

*' Shall  I?"  asked  Pug,  shewing  the  most 
backward  grinder  in  his  jaws ;  "  shall  I,  dear 
Sally? '^ 

"  Do,"  replied  she,  in  a  corresponding  low 
tone,  "do,  dear  Pug.  It's  the  best,  re- 
member, the  best  in  the  cellar." 

This  intimation  was  more  than  sufficient 
to  decide  the  wavering  doubt,  and  down  the 
best  in  the  cellar  was  being  tossed,  before 
Miss  Beans  had  concluded  her  observation. 

'*  He  knows  what 's  the  right  sort,"  re- 
marked Pug,  taking  especial  care  to  replace 
the  tankard  in  the  same  spot,  close  to  the 
miller's  elbow.  "  That  he  does,"  continued 
he,  patting  his  abdominal  regions.  "  I  feel 
all  in  a  glow  in'ards,  dear  Sally." 

"  Hush ! "  returned  Miss  Beans,  with  a 
slight  trepidation  of  manner.  ""  Don't  speak 
quite  so  loud.    Supposing  my  pa  was  to  wake 
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of  a  sudden  and  catch  you  here,  Oh !  ray 
goodness,  gracious,  deary  me ! " 

"There's  no  fear  o' that,"  added  Pug. 
"  He  never  does  anything  of  a  sudden." 

"  These  stolen  meetings,"  continued  Miss 
Beans,  "are  not  exactly  what  a  prudent  and 
a  virtuous  girl — one  whose  spotless  name 
hasn't  so  much  as  the  smallest  smut  to  smear 
its  snowy  purity — should,  or  indeed  can  ap- 
prove of." 

"  Your  pa's  present  at  'em,"  replied  Pug, 
by  way  of  a  justification  to  the  proceeding. 

"  But  he 's  always  asleep,"  rejoined  Sally. 
"  And  how  can  my  parent  know  what 's 
going  on,  when  he 's  asleep." 

It  might  be — and  meek,  dove-eyed  charity 
casts  a  pitiful,  supplicating  look  to  the  less 
liberal  of  thought — that  Miss  Beans  was  as 
wide  of  any  double  meaning  in  these  few 
scattered  words,  as  the  poles  themselves. 
Pug  however,  to  whom  they  were  addressed, 
appeared  to  be  of  an  extremely  different 
opinion ;  for  no  sooner  were  they  delivered. 
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than  he  began  to  illustrate  the  words  of  a 
very  popular  melody,  by  '  kicking  up  behind 
and  before.'  Now  he  made  the  feint  of  a 
thrust  at  Miss  Beans's  ribs  ;  then  he  turned 
one  of  his  long,  spider-limbed  arms  round 
her  tightly-laced  waist,  and  gave  it  such  a 
squeeze,  that  what  the  consequences  might 
have  been,  had  the  fates  been  unpropitious, 
no  one  can  say  in  a  hurry.  These  were 
alarming  ordeals  for  Miss  Sally  Beans,  and 
yet  she  submitted  to  them  with  exemplary 
fortitude,  without  betraying  the  smallest 
degree  of  fear,  or  any  attendant  weakness  of 
her  sex. 

"  Don't,  dear  Pug,"  at  length  she  sighed, 
after  a  slight  ineffectual  struggle  to  escape 
from  his  embrace.  "  I  am  but  a  frail,  weak 
girl.     Don't." 

To  Pug's  honor  be  it  declared,  to  Pug's 
honor  be  it  proclaimed,  that  the  touching 
appeal  reached  his  vulnerable  point ;  where- 
ever  the  seat  was  is  of  no  importance  but 
to  himself,  and  he  at  once  complied  with  the 
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petition.  From  this  moment,  as  if  the  fire 
of  his  ardent  passion  had  been  quenched  with 
discharged  buckets  of  cold  water,  he  quietly 
settled  down  to  the  very  essence  of  tame 
propriety. 

Joe  Beans  continued  to  make  a  hodge- 
podge of  snores,  grunts,  choaks,  and  chuckles, 
and  was  as  profoundly  ignorant  of  what  was 
really  taking  place  under  his  own  very  nose, 
as  any  mortal  possibly  could  be,  who  of  the 
earth  was  still  earthy." 

"  It 's  a  hard  lot  mine,"  observed  Sally 
Beans,  discontentedly.     '^  Heigho ! " 

"There's  many  a  more  crusty  one,"  re- 
plied Pug. 

"  I  don't  know  that,"  replied  Miss  Beans, 
with  an  irritable  twitch  of  the  nose.  "  I  'm 
not  so  certain  of  that  fact,"  continued  she, 
with  a  second,  third,  and  fourth  edition  of 
twitches,  "  as  some  folks  seem  to  be." 

"  My  dear  Sally,"  returned  Pug,  in  a  mild 
tone  of  expostulation,  "  here  you  are " 

"I  know  that,"  interrupted   Miss  Beans. 
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"Here  I  am,"   continued  she,  sharply,  "no 
doubt.     Certainly,  Mr.  Pug,  here  I  am," 

"Now,  don't  Mister  me,"  returned  her 
lover,  supplicatingly.  "  Since  the  night  I 
chased  him  home,"  continued  he,  pointing  to 
the  sleeping  miller,  "you  have  never  called 
me  Mister." 

"We  began  our  understanding  on  that 
occasion,  I  believe,"  added  Sally.  "  It  was 
then,  I  think,"  continued  the  damsel,  with 
the  perceptible  remains  of  the  twitches  still 
agitating  the  extreme  tip  of  her  nasal  organ, 
"that  you  signified  your  intention  of  seeking 
to  gain  my  hand  and  heart." 

"I  did,"  shortly  replied  Pug;  "and  my 
sentiments  are  like  good  paint — they  '11  stand 
for  ever." 

"  A  girl's  confidence,"  observed  Miss 
Beans,  with  a  desponding  shake  of  the  head, 
"has  often  been  taken  undue  advantage  of." 

"  I  '11  take  no  advantage,"  responded  Pug, 
with  a  single  knock  at  his  breast,  as  if  to  give 
the  assertion  additional  weiorht.     "  I  '11  not 
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Miss  Beans,"  continued  he,  with  a  second 
thump,  "you  may  depend." 

Perhaps  this  voluntary  promise  did  not 
exactly  meet  with  the  concurrent  views  of 
Miss  Sally  Beans.  At  any  rate,  she  in  no 
way  exhibited  a  decided  pleasure  at  the  as- 
surance ;  but  rather  threw  a  damp  upon  it 
by  a  double-edged,  "  Ho,  indeed ! " 

"  It 's  rather  awkward,"  remarked  her 
lover,  "  to  have  such  a  meeting  as  this,  dear 
Sally.  Can't  we  manage  a  better  trysting  spot 
at  a  more  fitting  time?"  continued  he,  with 
freshened  entreaty  in  his  words  and  looks. 

"  Elsewhere  than  here,"  replied  Miss 
Beans,  "  and  at  this  particular  hour  of  the 
day,  when  my  pa  always  takes,  what  he 
calls,  his  forty  winks,  we  should  not  be  safe 
from  the  curious  gaze  of  the  world — no, 
dear  Pug,"  said  the  maiden,  with  a  more 
crummy  expression,  "  we  must  be  content 
with  these  moments  of  rapture,  snatched 
from  a  hard,  un4^^^-ind  lot,  without — at 
present — our  sheltered  cot." 
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'*  He  could  furnish  one,  though,  couldn't 
he?"  rejoined  Pug,  pointing  to  the  miller. 

"  Without  a  doubt,"  returned  Sally.  ''  My 
pa  is  well  to  do  in  the  world,  has  money  in 
the  bank,  and  will  leave  his  all  to  his  only 
child. 

Pug  doubly  grinned  at  this  piece  of  grati- 
fying intelligence,  and  again  encircling  the 
maiden's  waist,  gave  her  a  second  squeeze 
of  the  like  speculative  character.  Miss  Beans 
gasped  with  the  ardent  force  of  her  lover's 
Herculean  embrace ;  but  other  than  this,  the 
proceeding  caused  no  inconvenience  of  a 
more  serious  description. 

"  When  may  1  break  the  business  to  him?" 
asked  Pug.  "  You  know  how  I  long  to  take 
you  to  my  arms,  my  cooing  ringdove!" 
continued  he. 

"Of  course  you  do,"  replied  Sally,  "at 
least,  so  you  've  given  me  to  understand, 
and  far  be  it  from  me  to  throw  a  suspicious 
doubt  upon  the  protestations  and  out-pour- 
ings of  your  soul.      "  No,"  said  she,  with 


140  OUR  COUNTY. 

melo-dramatic  effect,  ''  no,  my  Pug !   never ! 
Your  Sarah  Matilda  Beans  is  your  own." 

"  I  'd  like  to  take  possession,"  insinuated 
he,  "  without  loss  of  time.'^ 

"  You  shall,"  rejoined  Sally.     ''  My  mind 
is  made  up  on  that  point.    We  must  expect, 
however,  considerable  opposition  to  the  con- 
summation of  our  hopes,"    she  continued. 
"  My  pa  is  not  a  proud  man  by  any  means; 
but  he  has  ever  expected  his  daughter  to 
marry  in  accordance  with  what  he  thinks — 
a  fond,  foolish,  doating  parent  as  he  is ! — her 
deserts.     In  short  a  gentleman  possessed  of 
independent  property.     Now,  whatever  may 
have  been  the  chances  and  opportunities  I 
have  had  to  gratify  this  parental  ambition, 
and  however  often  my  hand  may  have  been 
sought  by  the  rich  and  great,  is  nothing  to 
the  present  purpose.     For  you  it  has  been 
reserved  to  win  my  heart,  and  with  that  only 
should  my  hand  be  given." 

"  What  a  treasure  it  is !  "  ejaculated   Pug, 
lifting  the  noun  substantive  of  remark  to  his 
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lips  and  bestowing  upon  it  a  kiss,  which 
cracked  like  the  double  thong  of  Tom  Piper's 
whip. 

''  You  '11  treasure  it  ?  "  said  Miss  Beans, 
interrogatively. 

"  Won't  I !"  returned  Pug. 

''  I  believe  you,"  rejoined  Sally.  ^'  My 
nature  was  ever  a  confiding  one,  and  heaven 
forbid  that  its  simplicity  should  be  trifled 
with." 

"  I  '11  never  trifle  with  your  simplicity, 
Sally,"  added  her  lover.   '*  Never." 

"  Having  that  assurance,"  resumed  Miss 
Beans,  "  I  will  take  upon  myself  the  delicate 
task  of  conveying  your  wishes  to  my  pa  at 
a  fitting  time  and  opportunity.  He  must  be 
worked  upon,"  she  continued,  ''  and  brought 
into  a  certain  state  of  mind  before  any  good 
can  be  done." 

"  That  I'll  leave  then  in  your  hands,"  said 
Pug. 

"Yes,  yes,"  replied  Sally.  "Leave  the 
working  of  him  to  me.  I  '11 — "  and  she  paused 
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to  shake  her  head  threatemngly  at  the  uncon- 
scious sleeper — "  I  '11  bring  him  to  a  focus." 

"  And  in  bringing  him  to  a  focus,"  observed 
Pug,  catching  up  the  thread  of  Sally's  trite 
observation,  ^'  get  him  to  name  precisely 
what  he  '11  be  liberal  enough  to  shell  out  in 
order  to  render  our  connubial  state  comfort- 
able at  the  start." 

"  I  will,"  was  the  reply,  *'  I  '11  work  upon 
his  natural  affections." 

"  It  will  be  as  well,  also,"  continued  Pug, 
"  to  go  a  few  inches  deeper  into  the  pudding, 
and  get  him  to  name  what  we  may  put  down 
in  the  tally  of  our  memories  by  way  of  ex- 
pectations." 

'*  He  shall  do  both,"  rejoined  Sally,  with 
forcible  determination.  "  We  '11  have  every- 
thing honest,  fair,  and  above  board.  None 
of  your  shilly-shallying  with  me,  sir,"  con- 
tinued she,  addressing  her  slumbering  parent. 
"  None  of  your  shilly-shallying  with  me, 
Joseph  Beans.  The  time 's  arrived  for  a 
different  kind  of  movement,  sir." 
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"  While  the  miller  was  thus  being  uncon- 
sciously addressed,  he  gave  signs  of  the  ap- 
proaching termination  of  his  doze — per- 
haps from  having  arrived  at  his  fortieth 
wink. 

"  He  's  going  to  wake,"  whispered  Pug, 
creeping  towards  the  door. 

"Don't  hurry  yourself/'replied  the  damsel ; 
"  it  will  take  five  minutes  good  now  to  open 
both  his  eyes." 

"  We  meet  again  to-morrow,"  observed  he. 

"At  the  same  time,"  rejoined  Sally.  "  He  's 
sure  to  be  asleep." 

"  Probe  him,"  returned  Pug,  "  probe  his 
affections  without  delay,  and  let 's  know  what 
he  '11  come  down  with.  That 's  the  point  to 
settle." 

"  I  '11  settle  it,"  added  Miss  Beans,  *'  never 
fear." 

With  this  assurance  Pug  took  his  departure 
after  bestowing  a  salute  upon  the  chaste  lips 
of — it  is  superfluous  to  add — the  blushing 
Miss  Beans. 
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"  With  a  yawn,  a  stretch,  and  a  vigorous 
shake,  the  miller  threw  off  the  effects  of  his 
lethargy,  and  at  once  his  eyes  fell  upon  the 
emptied  tankard. 

"  Eh?"  exclaimed  Joe,  peeping  into  the 
vessel,  "  why,  what 's  this,  Sally?" 

"  What 's  what?"  shortly  and,  indeed,  with 
asperity  of  tone,  rejoined  Miss  Beans. 

''  Why,  where 's  my  ale  gone  to  ?"  returned 
Joe,  still  peering  into  the  tankard. 

"  Swallowed,  I  suppose,"  replied  Sally, 
renewing  her  trellis  work  on  the  dilapidated 
stocking.    "  Where  should  it  be  gone  to  ?" 

"  S waller ed ! "  repeated  Joe,  tenderly  feeling 
those  regions  to  which  the  departed  might 
have  been  guessed  to  have  occupied,  "Where 
should  it  be  gone  to?"  he  continued  in 
astonishment.  "  Certainly  not  here,  Sally. 
That 's  all  I  've  got  to  say  upon  the  subject." 

Miss  Beans  deliberately  placed  the  stocking 
upon  the  table ;  folded  her  arms  with  a  slow 
action  tightly  across  her  bosom ;  compressed 
her    mouth   until  it  looked  like   a  button 
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hole,    wagoned    her    head,    and     then    be- 
gan :— 

''  If  that 's  all  you  Ve  got  to  say  upon  the 
subject,  Mister  Beans,  I  'm  glad  of  it.  I  'm 
glad,  sir, for  your  sake,  not  my  own ;  for  if  ever 
the  wisdom  of  the  head  was  shewn  by  the 
silence  of  the  tongue,  it  is  most  particularly 
so  in  your  case,  Mister  Beans.  You  can 't, 
sir,  say  too  little  on  any  subject.  The  least 
said,  the  less  likely  for  your  committing 
yourself ;  and  if  you  adopted  the  wholesome 
advice  of  your  child,  Mister  Beans,  you  'd 
hold  your  tongue  altogether.'' 

Joe  Beans  felt  himself  constrained  either 
to  swear  or  to  whistle.  Adopting  the  latter 
alternative,  he  rose  from  his  chair  and  tool? 
his  departure. 
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CHAPTEE  IX. 

"  Let  US  -walk  where  reeds  are  growing, 

By  the  alders  in  the  mead, 
Where  the  crystal  streams  are  flowing, 

In  whose  waves  the  fishes  feed." 

The  stream  which  rippled  down  the  valley 
in  which  farmer  Stockley's  homestead  and 
broad  fertile  acres  were  dotted,  looked  at  a 
glance,  one  of  the  most  likely  to  contain  fair 
specimens  of  the  finny  tribe.  It  was  a  swift 
and  noisy  current,  breaking  against  large 
stones,  and  dashing  among  the  long  strag- 
gling roots  of  alders  growing  on  the  pre- 
cipitate and  crumbling  banks.  In  whirling 
eddies  it  twisted  round   sharp  corners,   and 
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seemed  to  take  breath  in  wide,  deep,  and 
black  pools,  where  the  sedge  and  water  lily 
grew  thickly.  Now  it  glided  smoothly 
forwards  without  even  a  bubble  upon  its 
surface,  and  then  gathering  up  its  strength, 
cleared  the  ford  with  a  rush,  lashing  the 
stepping  stones  in  its  course,  and  foaming 
on  like  a  spurred  courser  to  the  goal. 

It  was  a  bright  and  cheerful  morning  in 
early  summer.  The  birds  darted  from  twig 
to  bough,  loading  the  air  with  their  trilling 
songs  of  gladness.  The  speckled  trout  rose 
at  the  grey  coughlin  as  it  flitted  on  the 
sparkling  water,  and  the  swift- winged  swallow 
skimmed  its  surface  in  pursuit  of  the  in- 
sects, dancing  in  the  warm  and  genial 
sunshine. 

With  a  creel  slung  across  his  shoulders 
and  a  long,  pliant  rod,  fashioned  by  his  own 
hands  from  cob-nut  hazel,  as  straight  as  a 
shaft  from  Robin  Hood's  quiver,  Robin  the 
molecatcher,  fowler,  birdcatcher,  and  fisher- 
man, stood  making  a  cast  with  no  unscien- 
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tific  whip.  Kound  his  quaint  black  scull-cap 
was  a  row  of  variegated  flies  of  his  own 
manufacture,  and  as  a  reserve  for  any  ephe- 
mera which  might  come  with  a  sudden  change 
of  wind  or  weather,  he  carried  an  assort- 
ment of  hackles,  feathers,  and  wool;  for 
never  was  there  an  insect  yet,  but  Robin 
could  make  a  ready  counterfeit. 

It  was  not  as  a  duty,  but  as  a  pleasure 
that  Trump  accompanied  his  master  in  his 
fishing  expeditions,  and  learning  from  experi- 
ence that  he  could  be  of  no  service  in  them 
— with  that  exemplary  conduct  which  might 
be  closely  imitated  by  the  universal  members 
of  the  family  of  Meddlers  to  incalculable 
profit  and  advantage  both  to  themselves  and 
neighbours — he  resolved,  at  least,  to  be  a 
quiet  observer  and  cause  no  mischief  by  his 
ofiiciousness.  Without  so  much  as  a  sneeze, 
without  so  much  as  a  yawn,  without  so  much 
as  a  wag  of  his  tail,  did  Trump  sit  watching 
every  throw,  secretly  exulting — but  with  no 
outward   expression    of    it — whenever    the 
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wh-s-sh   of   the  reel  bore   testimony  of    a 
weighty  capture. 

With  what  a  dainty  cast  did  Robin  whip 
the  fly  across  the  stream,  so  that  it  fell  light 
as  gossamer  close  to  the  broad  patch  of  sedges 
growing  in  the  shoal  on  the  farther  side. 
It  seemed,  even,  to  flutter  as  it  fell,  and  then 
to  gently  skim  with  the  current  like  any 
veritable  grey  coughlin  which  might  feel 
disposed  to  lave  his  legs  and  wings,  and  of 
which  it  was  a  truly  nice  and  deceptive 
counterfeit.  Perchance  Robin's  quick  eye 
had  caught  the  rise  of  a  fish,  worthy  the 
exercise  of  his  consummate  skill,  in  or  near 
this  spot.  For  again,  and  again,  his  silver 
line  flashed  in  the  sun  as  he  threw  it  within 
a  few  inches  of  the  patch  of  sedges,  and  yet 
there  was  no  favourable  result  to  his  repeated 
eflbrts. 

Trump  at  length  evinced  a  slight  weari- 
ness at  this  profitless  perseverance  on  the 
part  of  his  master,  and  instead  of  pricking 
his  ears,  and  watching  each  movement  and 
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gesture  with  the  deepest  concern,  began 
to  drop  his  nose  gradually  until  it  settled 
between  his  fore  paws,  where  it  was 
allowed  to  rest  in  all  imaginable  ease  and 
comfort. 

Wh-s-sh  went  the  reel. 

Trump  leaped  upon  his  feet. 

Wh-s-sh,  wh-s-sh  it  went,  and  bur-r^d  like 
a  teetotum  as  the  line  flew  off. 

Trump  flew  round  as  if  something  remark- 
ably hot  had  been  applied  to  the  tip  of  his 
tail. 

Whir-r-r,  wh-s-sh,  whi-r-r-r. 

Robin  grasped  his  rod  with  both  hands, 
holding  it  in  a  sloping  position  over  his 
head,  while  the  pliant  top  bent  like  a  reed 
from  the  strong  and  heavy  pull  upon  it. 

"  He 's  as  game  as  a  pebble !  "  said  Robin, 
watching  the  gallant  efforts  of  the  fish 
with  admiration.  "  He 's  as  game  as  a 
pebble!" 

Steady  was  the  hand  which  he  kept  on 
the  rod,  so  as  to  prevent  all  jerk  and  dan- 
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gerous  strain,  and  it  was  not  until  the  last 
few  inches  of  the  line  remained  on  the  reel, 
that  the  fisherman  exhibited  any  fear  of 
losing  his  victim. 

"  Adzooks !  "  exclaimed  he,  "  I  shall  have 
to  run  for  it,"  and  thus  speaking,  away  he 
started  along  the  bank,  with  the  swiftness  of 
a  much  younger  man. 

While  his  path  was  clear  of  tree  and  bush, 
Eobin  managed  well  enough  in  his  scamper ; 
but  the  first  which  presented  itself  in  the 
shape  of  a  stunted  and  crooked  limb  haw- 
thorn, overhanging  the  water,  seemed  a 
most  likely  impediment  to  cause  a  separation 
between  him  and  the  object  of  his  capture. 

There  was  no  time  for  hesitation.  Down 
the  stream  the  fish  went  at  the  full  stretch 
of  the  line,  with  the  speed  of  a  bird,  and  into 
it  Robin  plunged  up  to  his  middle.  For  a 
few  moments  it  was  doubtful  whether  the 
strong  drag  upon  the  fragile  tackle  would 
not  cause  the  fish  to  break  away;  but  as 
soon  as  Robin  waded  from  the  depth  which 
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impeded  his  pace,  and  got  fairly  on  to  the 
shallows,  he  rattled  away  again  right  bravely. 

Trump — with  the  wisdom  of  a  clever  dog 
— considered  that  he  could  do  no  wrong  by 
following  in  the  footsteps  of  his  master,  and 
by  dint  of  swimming  and  splashing  through 
thick  and  thin,  managed  to  keep  close  in  his 
rear. 

Over  the  bright  smooth  pebbles,  and 
through  the  mud — now  sinking  leg  deep, 
and  then  sending  the  water  flying  in  showers 
over  his  head — Robin  pursued  his  course 
with  such  energetic  efforts,  that  had  the 
gentle  art  been  generally  so  followed,  must 
have  gained  for  it  a  decidedly  more  appro- 
priate title. 

As  in  every  race  and  chase,  there  must, 
sooner  or  later,  be  a  check  and  stop,  so  one 
most  opportunely  came  in  that  in  which 
Eobin  was  now  engaged. 

The  line  slackened  just  as  he  came  to  a 
wide  and  deep  pool,  through  which  it  would 
sorely   have  puzzled    him  to   have   gotten 
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through ;  but  had  the  ducking  been  attended 
with  the  imminent  risk  of  a  coroner's  in- 
quest, the  attempt  would  have  been  made. 

Quickly,  and  yet  with  a  delicate  and  nice 
touch,  Robin  wound  in  the  tackle,  breathless 
as  he  was,  alike  from  his  run  and  expecta- 
tion, and  scarcely  a  dozen  turns  of  the  reel 
had  been  given,  when  again  the  wh-s-sh  of 
the  line  flying  off,  announced  another  bold 
run  of  the  lish. 

"  He  's  as  game  as  a  pebble !  "  repeated 
Robin»  admiringly.  "  He  's  as  game  as  a 
pebble!" 

Game,  bold,  and  resolute,  however,  as  the 
fish  was,  his  strength  was  evidently  nearly 
spent  with  his  struggles,  and  scarcely  did 
the  strain  on  the  rod  bend  the  top,  than  he 
rose  to  the  surface,  and  flung  himself  some 
three  feet  clear  of  the  water. 

"  As  noble  a  five  pound  trout  as  was  ever 
hooked !  "  ejaculated  Robin,  as  the  fish  again 
sought  the  depths  from  whence  the  green 
rush  springs. 

H  3 


154  OUR   COUNTY. 

Within  a  minute  he  was  pulled  to  the 
surface;  but  the  second  effort  to  throw  him- 
self in  the  air,  by  way  of  a  change  in  the 
elements,  was  a  feeble,  lame,  and  impotent 
attempt.  Flat  on  his  speckled  side  he  fell, 
and  with  a  few  weak  flaps  of  his  tail  suffered 
himself  to  be  drawn  gradually  towards  the 
bank.  Foot  by  foot  he  came,  and  when 
within  arms-reach,  Eobin  dropped  upon  his 
knees,  and  inserting  a  finger  and  thumb 
in  the  sockets  of  his  eyes,  dragged  him 
to  land  with  the  exultation  of  the  success- 
ful. 

"  A  good  morning's  work !  "  said  Robin, 
regarding  the  fish  with  a  look  of  triumph. 
"  Light  tackle,  too,  for  such  a  weight,"  con- 
tinued he,  by  way  of  passing  a  well  merited 
tribute  to  his  own  skill. 

Trump  appeared  to  be  completely  of  this 
opinion,  and  gave  expression  to  it,  by  a  skip 
of  the  utmost  delight. 

"  He  '11  sink  the  scale  with  a  five  pound 
weight,"  observed  the  fisherman,  wiping  the 
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thick   beads  of  perspiration    from  his  face 
and  forehead. 

"  Trump  thought  so,  and  gave  three 
deliberate  shakes  of  his  tail,  by  way  of  con- 
veying an  entire  assent. 

*'  Thought  I  must  have  lost  him,"  con- 
tinued Robin,  still  occupied  in  sponging  his 
features. 

Trump  coincided  in  this  thought  also, 
and  the  idea  may  have  tickled  him,  for  he 
began  to  scratch  both  ears  with  great 
rapidity. 

"  Never  had  such  a  run  in  my  life,"  con- 
tinued Robin.     "  Might  have  lost  my  life." 

Trump  did  not  agree  in  this  sentiment — 
perhaps  from  a  self  reliance  in  his  own 
powers  to  prevent  such  a  harrowing  catas- 
trophe— and  he  shook  his  head  solemnly  as 
a  positive  denial  to  the  proposition. 

"  Shall  I  carry  him  to  the  Grange,"  said 
Robin,  musingly,  "  and  take  my  chance  of 
what  I  shall  get,  or  shall  I  send  him  to 
market  and  let  him  go  for  his  weight  and 
worth?" 
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Trump  deemed  this  a  point  for  nice 
consideration,  and  looked  at  his  master 
with  a  thoughtful  expression  of  counte- 
nance. 

They  're  generous  and  liberal  enough  in 
their  gifts,"  resumed  Robin,  extracting  the 
hook  from  the  gills  of  his  victim,  '*  they  're 
generous  and  liberal  enough  in  their  gifts," 

repeated  he;   *'but "  and  then  he  shook 

his   head  sorrowfully — ''  but  where  there  's 
little  to  give  there 's  little  to  be  got." 

Trump  seemed  to  be  impressed  with 
the  unquestionable  weight,  substance,  and 
common  sense  contained  in  this  remark, 
and  he  gave  an  expressive  wink  as  a  confir- 
matory sign  of  his  approval  of  the  sentiment. 

^'  In  days  gone  by,"  continued  the  fisher- 
man, winding  up  the  tackle  as  a  prepara- 
tory measure  for  his  departure,  "  it  wasn't 
so.  The  bit  and  the  sup  were  always  ready 
at  the  Grange.  No  one — not  even  a  stranger 
— had  to  turn  his  back  hungry  or  thirsty 
from  that  door,  and  the  greater  the  want. 
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the  larger  the  dole.     Times  are  changed," 
— and  then  Robin  sighed — "  worse  luck !  " 

Trump  had  quite  as  much  cause  to  sigh 
for  the  depreciated  state  of  the  matters  re- 
ferred to,  and  he  as  much  as  said  so,  by 
dropping  his  tail  and  ears,  and  making  as 
dismal  a  whine  as  can  be  well  conceived. 

"  That  ^s  cheerful ! "  observed  his  master, 
sharply.  "  What  's  the  matter  with  you,  I 
should  like  to  know?  A  nice  sort  of  a  noise, 
when  one 's  feelings  are  all  as  flat  as  ditch 
water ! " 

Trump  felt  corrected.  It  was  certainly  a 
most  ill-timed  ebullition  of  feeling. 

"  I  'm  not  a  passionate  man,"  resumed 
Robin,  looking  sternly  at  the  offender  ;  "  but 
I  could  kick  your  latter  end  with  a  joy 
which  might  be  difficult  to  describe." 

Trump  deemed  it  a  wise  precaution  to 
accept  the  hint  at  sight,  and  slinking  off 
with  considerable  meekness,  placed  a  safe 
distance  between  his  irate  master  and  him- 
self 
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CHAPTER  X. 

*'  How  poor  an  instrument 
May  do  a  noble  deed  ?  " 

Had  it  seemed  fit  to  the  Dispenser  of  all 
things  pertaining  to  humanity,  to  have  scat- 
tered a  greater  number  of  Simon  Slips  among 
the  universal  family  of  man,  there  would 
have  been  a  great  reduction  of  sin  and  selfish- 
ness, of  pride,  ill  will,  and  want  of  charity  to 
all  men  ;  for  Simon — albeit  a  lawyer's  clerk 
— was  a  kindly  disposed,  meek,  and  good  old 
man. 

Old  in  gait,  for  his  back  was  bent ;  — old 
in  limb,  for  he  tottered  as  he  walked ;  — old  in 
feeling  for  his  blood  was  cold ; —  old  of  heart. 
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for  it  contained  no  hope  ; — and  yet  Simon 
Slip  continued  to  do  his  duty  as  in  other 
days  when  it  was  an  irksome  task  to  suppress 
the  snatch  of  a  favourite  ballad,  which — 
somehow  or  other — would  float  to  his  lips 
even  at  the  dreary  work  of  engrossing, 
perhaps,  a  last  will  and  testament.  Many 
a  time — aye,  many  a  time — has  a  loud 
"  ahem  "  from  the  inner  ofiice — that  occupied 
by  his  master — abruptly  broken  off  a  charm- 
ing lyric,  and  once  when  Simon  was  singing 
over  the  parchments,  at  a  little  above  the 
usual  pitch, 

*'  Of  all  the  girls  that  are  so  smart, 
There's  none  like  pretty  Sally, 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart. 
And  she  lives  in  our " 

it  was  prematurely  put  an  end  to  by  lawyer 
Sharp  presenting  himself  at  the  green  baize 
door,  and  mildly  requesting  to  be  favoured 
with  a  continuation  at  some  more  fitting 
opportunity. 

At  that  moment,  Simon  fervently  wished 
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that  his  boots  would  have  swallowed  and 
engulphed  him  in  a  living  tomb. 

In  these  days  and  long  afterwards,  Simon 
Slip  revered  his  master  with  a  feeling  akin 
to  devotion,  and  loved — that  was  the  word 
— loved  his  daughter  Maud  with  an  affection 
which  belonged — and  could  belong — to  no 
one  but  himself. 

Of  a  summer's  evening,  when  the  west  was 
streaked  and  tinged  with  the  golden  and 
purple  glories  of  the  sinking  sun,  he  would 
stare  at  the  rolling  clouds,  robed  in  all  the 
maj  esty  of  heaven's  almighty  grandeur,  and 
wonder  if  he  should  meet  her  there,  and  be 
to  her  in  heaven  what  he  never  could  be  on 
earth — an  equal.  To  build  castles  in  the  air 
— to  run  them  up  with  that  speed  with  which 
such  buildings  are  only  raised — was  an  es- 
pecial occupation  of  his  leisure  and  happier 
moments  ;  but  they  were  always  erected  for 
the  heroine  of  his  romance,  the  poetry  of  his 
life — little  Maud.  How  often  had  he 
conjured  up  gay  visions  of  the  future  for 
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her  ?  How  often  had  he  seen  Barons,  and 
Squires,  and  Knights  of  the  Shire,  kneeling 
supplicants  at  his  idol.  And  then  among 
them  was  one — the  noblest  born,  the  hand- 
somest, the  truest,  the  wealthiest,  and  the 
best — upon  whom  he  wished  she  might  smile, 
and  to  the  gladdening  of  his  heart  he 
immediately  afterwards  heard  a  merry  peal 
of  bells  which  could  not  be  mistaken  for  a 
bridal  peal,  and  without  the  smallest  interve- 
ning space,  he  was  dancing  a  couple  of  fine, 
plump  babies  with  etherial  blue  eyes,  on  his 
knees,  and  checking  a  third  for  disturbing 
his  grandpapa's  afternoon  repose  with  un- 
seasonable shouts  of  mirth. 
But  these  were  dreams, 

"  Begot  of  nothing  but  vain  phantasy." 

And  yet,  as  in  many  such  dreams,  there 
was  something  which  promised  of  reality. 
He  saw — or  thought  he  saw — an  union  of 
hearts,  like  the  tendrils  of  two  young  vines, 
clinging  one  within  the  other,  when  none — 
not   even   the    possessors  of  those   young 
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hearts — knew  it  but  himself.  Day  by  day, 
week  by  week,  month  by  month,  he  watched 
the  closing  ties  as  they  more  closely  grew, 
and  he  exulted  at  the  secret  with  all  his  heart, 
and  deemed  it  quite  a  treasure.  Years  rolled 
on,  and  with  them  came  the  changing  scenes, 
the  fruitless  struggles,  the  blighted  hopes, 
and  rooted  sorrows,  ever  attendant  on  the 
never  resting  pinions  of  time,  and,  instead 
of  the  dazzling  and  gaudy  shrine  set  up  by 
the  bubbles  of  sanguine  expectation,  he  saw 
nothing  but  the  ruin  of  that  which  he  most 
dearly  hoped  and  wished,  and  cared  to  live 
for. 

Often  had  Simon  Slip  openly  declared  in 
his  small,  dark  and  dreary  apartment — but 
in  strict  confidence  to  himself: — "that  for 
her  he  would  cut  his  own  head  oif  with  a 
hand-saw."  It  might  have  proved  both  a 
difficult  and  a  sanguinary  task  to  accomplish ; 
but  such  was  Simon's  pourtrayed  enthusiasm 
on  these  occasions,  that  there  can  be  little 
doubt   of    the   attempt   being    made   with 
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chivalrous  devotion  had  a  cause  justifying 
such  an  act  of  self  immolation  presented 
itself. 

It  has  been  said,  that  often  had  Simon  Slip 
averred  that  for  his  favourite  Maud  "  he 
would  cut  his  own  head  off  with  a  hand- 
saw ;"  but  it  is  impossible  to  enumerate  the 
number  of  times  this  had  been  repeated  on 
one  particular  morning,  during  the  task  of 
driving  a  quill  over  a  skin  of  parchment. 
It  squeaked,  and  grated,  and  spluttered,  as 
it  was  hurried  along  in  a  blundering  uncer- 
tain course,  and,  at  length,  a  large  running 
blot  brought  matters  to  a  crisis. 

"  I  won't  stand  it  any  longer,"  said  Simon, 
sliding  from  his  long-legged  stool  on  to  his 
feet,  thus  practically  refuting  his  own  asser- 
tion. "  I  won't  stand  it  any  longer,"  re- 
peated he,  and  he  flung  the  pen  on  the  floor 
as  he  spoke,  and  threw  himself  into  a  spar- 
ring attitude,  but  which  by  no  means  left 
an  impression  that  he  had  ever  undergone 
close  training  for  a  fistic  encounter.     There 
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was  an  amalgamation  of  simplicity,  awkward- 
ness, and  want  of  experience  in  his  squaring 
at  the  green  baize  door — which  seemed  to  be 
the  object  of  his  present  pugnacious  pro- 
pensity— and  the  displayed  lack  of  science 
must  have  led  an  observer  to  conclude  that 
it  would  have  been  expedient  for  Simon  Slip 
to  have  blown  his  nose  on  the  instant,  poked 
the  fire  most  violently,  or  upset  the  coal 
scuttle,  rather  than  to  have  provoked  an 
encounter  with  the  least  athletic  of  mankind. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  Simon  continued  to 
saw  the  air  with  his  clenched  fists  for  some 
seconds,  and  his  pale  face  grew  paler  with  his 
exertions,  or,  perhaps,  from  other  causes,  as 
he  made  a  wild  cut  at  the  green  baize  door, 
and  sent  it  fiying  back  on  its  hinges. 

The  lawyer  started,  and  the  paper  he  was 
reading  fell  from  his  hands. 

Simon  Slip  stood  aghast  at  his  own  deed. 

Neither  spoke.  Each  regarded  the  other 
with  stedfast  looks,  but  with  different 
emotions. 
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"Well?"  at  length  angrily  ejaculated  his 
master. 

Had  Simon's  life  depended  on  his  making 
a  response,  he  could  not  have  summoned  a 
syllable  to  the  rescue.  There  he  stood  as  if 
rooted  by  some  supernatural  power.] 

"Well?"  again  thundered  lawyer  Sharp. 
"  What  do  you  stand  there  for?" 

If  Simon  Slip  felt  incapacitated  from 
delivering  an  apt  answer  to  the  former  brief 
interrogatory,  he  now  found  himself  tongue- 
tied  and  dumb -founded. 

His  master  measured  him  from  head  to 
heel,  with  a  slow  and  searching  look. 

"  Do  you  hear  me?"  hallooed  the  lawyer, 
bringing  the  palm  of  a  hand  violently  upon 
the  desk  before  him,  while  the  veins  of  anger 
swelled  in  ropes  upon  his  forehead. 

*'  I  do,"  mechanically  replied  Simon  Slip. 

"  Then  answer  my  question,"  rejoined  his 
master.  "What  brings  you  here  in  this 
unseemly  manner?" 

"  Nothing,"  innocently  returned   Simon, 
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with  a  spasm  sounding  not  unlike  a   hic- 
cup. 

"Nothing?"  repeated  lawyer  Sharp. 
"Nothing?'' 

"  Simon  stared  with  as  large  a  pair  of 
goggle  eyes  as  w^ere  ever  opened  in  confused 
astonishment. 

"  Tell  me,  sir,"  added  his  master,  with  in- 
creasing anger,  "  tell  me  the  cause  of  this 
rude  intrusion." 

Simon  Slip  made  an  eflPort,  but  the  words 
died  somewhere  about  the  middle  of  his 
throat. 

"Are  you  mad,  ill,  or  drunk?"  hallooed 
the  lawyer,  striding  hastily  towards  the  vic- 
tim of  his  own  confusion. 

"  Neither,"  quietly  rejoined  Simon,  finding 
a  tongue  at  the  moment  it  was  most  required. 
"  1  am  neither,"  continued  he,  standing  with 
firmness  now  were  he  trembled  before,  "  mad, 
ill,  nor  drunk,  sir." 

The  lawyer  stopped  within  a  pace  or  two 
of  his  servant,  and  felt  there  was  something 
more  than  met  his  comprehension. 
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Simon  looked  stedfastly  in  his  master's 
face,  and  folding  his  arms  across  his  breast, 
said,  in  a  firm  and  measured  tone,  "  I  can 
speak  now,  sir,  and  you  shall  hear  me." 

"  Shall?"  repeated  the  lawyer,  with  knitted 
brows,  as  if  the  word  grated  roughly  on  his 
ear. 

"  Aye,  sir,"  rejoined  Simon,  shaking  his 
head,  "that  is  the  word — shall'"' 

Simon's  words  and  manner  were  so  un- 
usual— so  unaccountable — that  his  master 
felt  himself  at  a  loss  how  to  act  or  what  to 
say,  and  the  tables  were  turned  by  his  staring 
in  mute  surprise. 

"I  have  been  in  your  service,  sir,"  re- 
sumed Simon  Slip,  "for  many  long  years, 
and  it  was  my  hope  and  belief  that  my  first 
servitude  would  be  my  last.  As  little  more 
than  a  lad — and  I  fear,  sir,  at  times,  but  an 
idle  one — I  began  to  earn  my  bread  by  doing 
your  bidding;  and  as  it  behoves  a  servant 
not  to  question  the  orders  of  his  master,  I 
have  hitherto  observed  with  strictness  those 
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given  to  me  by  you.  Up  to  this  time  not 
one  has  been  refused — not  one  neglected." 

Simon  stopped  in  his  delivery,  as  if  in  the 
attempt  to  swallow  something  rising  in  his 
gorge. 

"  But,"  continued  he,  pressing  a  hand 
upon  his  throat,  "  I  am  here  to  say  from 
this  moment  I  will  not  obey  another." 

Lawyer  Sharp  staggered  upon  his  heels, 
and  even  clutched  the  arm  of  a  chair  for 
support. 

"It  is  scarcely  necessary  for  me,  sir,"  re- 
sumed Simon,  "to  justify  my  self  in  your  sight. 
You  know  that  many  of  my  duties  have  been 
such,  which,  of  necessity,  gave  me  as  deep 
an  insight  into  the  meaning  and  objects  of 
them  as  yourself.  Want,  Mister  Sharp — 
the  fear  of  want  alone,  sir,  can  plead  my  ex- 
cuse for  executing  many  of  those  to  which 
I  refer." 

His  master's  face  became  sickly  pale,  as  he 
listened  with  closed  eyelids,  and  his  lips 
were  of  the  colour  of  ashes. 
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"But  even  this  fear,  in  my  old  and  weakly 
years,"  resumed  Simon,  firmly,  "shall  not 
continue  to  weigh  against  my  knowledge 
between  right  and  wrong.  I  have  not  long 
to  live— have  had  little  to  live  for,  sir — but 
what  time  may  be  yet  spared  to  me,  shall  be 
spent  in  seeking  pardon  for  the  past.  We  are 
told  it  is  never  too  late  to  do  that — never  too 
late  to  seek  forgiveness  from  Him  who  listens 
willingly  to  the  penitent,  and  grants  mercy 
to  all  who  seek  it." 

"Have  you  anything  more  to  say?"  re- 
turned his  master,  in  a  dry  and  hoarse  tone. 

"  But  little,  sir,"  replied  Simon,  "  and  I 
crave  your  patience  to  hear  me  to  the  end." 

"Go  on,"  replied  the  lawyer,  vacantly,  "I 
-svill  hear  you." 

"  There  is  one  I  would  speak  of,  sir,"  con- 
tinued Simon,  with  a  supplicating  tone  and 
gesture,  "  who  in  times  gone  by,  was  as 
closely  knitted  to  your  heart  as  the  life  blood 
contained  within  it.  It  is  not  so  now,  sir. 
You  are  as  lone  and  solitary  a  man  as  I, 

VOL.    II.  I 
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who,  if  I  ever  had  an  object  to  love,  never 
yet  knew  what  it  was  to  be  beloved.  My 
home — if  home  it  can  be  called — and  heart 
were  always  desolate  and  cheerless,  while 
yours  were  ever  gladdened  with  the  affection 
of  a  child,  who  loved  whom  she  honored,  and 
honored  only  as  she  loved. '^ 

"  And  you  would  say,"  interrupted  his 
master,  with  a  manner  depicting  the  fierce- 
ness of  his  feelings,  ^'  this  is  not  so  now. 
What  then?" 

"  That  it  need  not  have  been  so,"  returned 
Simon.  ^'And  better  still,"  continued  he 
softly,  "  it  need  not  so  remain." 

"How?"  hoarsely  inquired  his  master, 
with  a  furtive  glance  at  the  speaker's  face 
as  if  dreading  the  reply. 

"  By  doing  right,"  quickly  rejoined 
Simon.  "  By  rendering  justice  to  the 
oppressed — by  making  atonement  for  the 
past." 

"  To  whom  ?  "  asked  the  lawyer.  "  Speak 
man — who  accuses  me  of  wrong?  " 
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"  The  worst  of  accusers,"  returned  Simon, 
"  your  own  conscience." 

"  'Tis  false,"  shouted  his  Master.  "  'Tis 
false  as  hell!" 

''  What !  "  ejaculated  Simon.  ''  Have 
you  not  spread  your  meshes  for  years  to 
catch  the  poor  dupe  whom  you  were  bound 
to  protect  ?  Is  not  your  ward.  Sir  Edward 
Warren,  on  the  eve  of  being  thrust  from 
his  roof,  and  is  it  not  through  you,  and  by 
you,  that  his  broad  acres  have  been  stripped 
from  him,  bit  by  bit,  piecemeal  by  piecemeal 
— so  slow  and  yet  so  sure,  that  the  ruin  was 
scarcely  felt  or  seen,  until  completed?  " 

"  His  ruin  was  his  own  seeking,"  gloomily 
responded  the  lawyer.  "  It  does  not  rest 
with  me." 

"  So  you  may  answer  to  those  who  know 
no  better,  sir,"  returned  his  servant.  "  But 
I  will  be  bold  enough  to  say  that  Sir  Ed- 
ward Warren  is " 

Simon  Slip  was  not  to  be  quailed  by  the 
look  which  met  his  steady  gaze,  and  although 
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he  paused,  he  added  with  marked  precision — 
"your  victim." 

"  And — and — and   do    others    say  so  ?  " 
faulteringly  asked  his  master. 

"  Many — all  who  speak  concerning  both 
you  and  him,"  added  Simon. 

"  Curses  on  them !  "  muttered  the  lawyer. 
"Curses    on    them!       But    I   '11    not   be 
bearded   thus,"    continued    he    franticly. 
"Quit  my  sight.     Go,   and  henceforth  be 
the  beggar  that  you  are." 

"  These  are  strange  words,  sir,"  observed 
Simon,  "  to  an  old  servant." 

"  I  care  not  what  they  are,"  passionately 
exclaimed   his   master.       "  The   time   has 

come  for  me  to 

A  film  spread  over  the  speaker's  eyes,  and 
he  sunk  helplessly  into  his  chair  as  if 
stricken  with  death. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

"  Promising  is  the  very  air  o'  the  time ; 

It  opens  the  eyes  of  expectation :  performance 
Is  ever  the  duller  for  his  act — " 

Dame  Stockley  had  just  made  herself  as 
tidy  as  a  bran-span  new  pin,  and  if  possible, 
a  great  deal  more  so.  The  rougher  portion 
of  the  day^s  labour  was  at  an  end,  obvious 
from  the  snowy  white  apron,  without  speck, 
spot,  or  crease,  fastened  around  her  girdle. 
Her  deeply  laced  and  double  edged  cap,  too, 
offered  further  circumstantial  evidence  in 
support  of  this  fact,  and  if  more  were  needed, 
the  cleanly  swept  hearth,  and  general  neat- 
ness of  each  nook  and  corner  in  the  ram- 
bling kitchen,  warranted  the  conclusion. 
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The  dame,  however,  was  such  a  busy  little 
body,  that  the  lateness  of  the  day  merely 
brought  with  it  a  change  of  occupation,  for 
— as  she  frequently  averred,  "  she  must  be 
doino^  something  if  it  amounted  to  nothing.'^ 
With  this  sentiment  of  industry  therefore, 
she  extracted  from  a  capacious  check  dimity 
bag  hung  over  the  back  of  her  usually  oc- 
cupied chair,  a  pair  of  worsted  hose  designed 
for  the  farmer's  winter  wear,  and  began 
driving  the  knitting  needles  at  a  nimble  rate. 
To  herself,  the  while,  she  crooned  an  old 
song,  and  a  right  merry  one  it  sounded,  from 
the  blithesome  measure  to  which  it  was  set, 
although  further  than  an  occasional  rhyme 
of  "  a  sunny  day  i'  th'  month  of  May — bells 
were  a-ringing,  birds  were  a-singing — Ed- 
ward he  sighed,  be  but  my  bride — Dolly 
consented,  and  never  repented — tiral  la,  tiral 
la,  la,  la,  la,  tiral  la — "  nothing  further 
met  the  ear,  explanatory  of  the  poetical 
subject  of  Dame  Stockley's  vocal  powers. 

It  might  have  been  an  unusually  long 
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effusion  of  minstrelsy,  or  perhaps,  the  Dame 
sung  it  backwards  and  forwards,  all  round, 
and  dodged  herself  here  and  there  with  ver- 
ses in  their  wrong  place,  in  order  to  test  her 
powers  of  memory ;  but  certain  it  is,  that  for 
the  space  of  a  full  hour,  the  "  Tiral  la  "  came 
in  with  the  same  monotonous  effect. 

"  Yery  good,  ma'am,"  observed  a  voice, 
"  very  good  indeed,"  and  upon  turning  sharp- 
ly round,  to  see  who  was  the  intruder  upon 
her  privacy,  the  Dame  perceived — with  her 
cheeks  deeply  mantled  and  crimsoned  o^er 
with  blushes — -jovial  Joe  Beans  in  the  full 
bloom  and  blossom  of  his  best  of  humours. 

"Oh,  Mister  Beans!"  exclaimed  Dame 
Stockley,  with  a  slight  toss  of  the  deeply 
laced  and  double  edged  cap,  savouring  of 
the  coquette  of  early  days,  "is  that  you, 
sir  ?     Dear  me,  who  'd  have  thought  it !  " 

"  It 's  that  self-same  individooal,"  replied 
the  miller,  extending  a  remarkably  broad 
and  thick  palm  for  the  friendly  greeting, 
*'  and  no  mistake.     How  do  you  do,  ma'am," 
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continued  he,  emphatically  on  the  verb,  '*  and 
how  is  the  ge-nuine,  unadulterated,  malt  an' 
hop  Harry,  eh  ?  Is  he  right  and  tight,  and 
sound  and  jolly  as  a  sandboy,  eh  ?" 

"  Quite  so,"  rejoined  the  Dame,  placing 
the  hose  in  her  lap,  and  pointing  to  a  seat 
opposite  her  own.  "  Quite  so,  Mister  Beans. 
Be  seated  I  beg." 

"  Thank  ye  kindly,"  returned  Joe,  drop- 
ping into  the  chair  with  a  suddenness  which 
made  it  groan  audibly,  "  I  will.  Do  you 
expect  the  ge-nuine,  unadulterated,  malt- 
an'-hop  home  soon  ? "  continued  he,  seat- 
ting  himself  in  his  chair,  as  if  he  had 
taken  a  long  lease  of  it,  and  meant  to  contest 
the  possession  against  any  claimant  what- 
soever. 

''  It 's  not  his  time  yet  for  more  than  half 
an  hour,"  rejoined  the  Dame,  glancing  at 
the  ricketty  old  clock,  telling  the  hours  as  of 
yore,  in  its  harsh,  grating  tone. 

"  Half  an  hour !  "  repeated  Joe.  "  Half 
an  hour !     Humph  ?     No,"  continued   he, 
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shaking  his  head  despondingly,  "  I  couldn't 
wait  so  long  as  that.  To  bottle  it  up  for 
half  an  hour  might  make  every  button 
fly  off  my  waistcoat.  I  must  give  it  went, 
ma'am,  I  must  give  it  went,"  and  as  he  spoke, 
he  significantly  tapped  his  broad  chest. 

Dame  Stockley  stared,  as  well  she  might 
at  this  inexplicable  language  and  conduct 
on  the  part  of  her  visitor;  but  at  length, 
after  feeling  assured  that  he  had  not  been 
paying  more  than  common  attention  to  the 
creature  comforts  of  this  life,  ventured  to 
express  a  sanguine  hope  that  he  was  not 
uneasy  within. 

"  It  only  wants  went,  ma'am,"  resumed 
Joe,  with  a  gesture  expressive  of  his  perfect 
acquaintance  with  the  cause,  origin,  substance 
and  effect  of  his  complaint.  "  It  only  wants 
went^''  repeated  he  with  emphasis,  ^'  and 
went  I  '11  give  it." 

Dame  Stockley,  with  slight  trepidation  as 
to  the  policy  of  giving  assent  to  this  mode  of 
relief,  suffered  her  good  nature  to  predomi- 

i3 
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nate  over  her  sterner  jadgment,  and  begged 
her  visitor  to  make  himself  at  home. 

"  You  've  seen,  I  suppose,  ma'am,"  began 
Joe,  "  a  bottle  of  ginger  beer  all  pop  and 
froth?  " 

Dame  Stockley  had  frequently  seen  a 
bottle  of  ginger  beer  all  pop  and  froth. 

"  Very  good,  "  continued  the  miller,  appa- 
rently satisfied  with  this  ready  answer  to  his 
interrogatory.  "  And  you  've  seen,  I  sup- 
pose, ma'am"  resumed  he,  "  a  bottle  of  cider 
bust  itself  ?  " 

Dame  Stockley  had  certainly,  on  several 
occasions,  seen  a  fractured  bottle  of  cider. 

'*  In  that  case,  ma'am,"  returned  Joe,  ''you 
can  more  easily  understand  the  kind  o'  pres- 
sure within,  which,  making  stone  and  glass 
fly,  may  make  flesh  and  blood  fly  too." 

Dame  Stockley  did  not  quite  understand 
Mister  Joseph  Beans. 

"  J^o,  ma'am,"  addded  the  miller,  "  and  no 
mortal  Christian  could  be  expected  to  under- 
stand Mister  Joseph  Beans.     But  that  indi- 
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vidooal  will  make  himself  plain  as  a  deal  board 
presently.  Give  that  individooal  time,  and 
he  '11  shell  out  as  clean  as  a  pea." 

Dame  Stockley  hoped  her  neighbour  would 
take  all  the  time  he  desired;  but  the  rapid 
shaking  of  her  neatly  buckled  shoe  evinced 
the  impatience  which  now  began  to  kindle 
in  her  bosom. 

"  I  'm  coming  to  a  focus,  ma'am, ''  con- 
tinued Joe  lowering  his  voice,  "  I  'm  coming 
to  a  focus  gradooally  and  by  degrees." 

At  this,  juncture  farmer  Stockley  was 
seen  approaching  the  house,  and  soon  after- 
wards he  entered  the  apartment,  and 
exchanged  a  friendly  grasp  with  the 
miller. 

"  Just  in  the  nick  o'  time,  lad,"  said  Joe, 
"  to  hear  something  to  tickle  the  ears." 

"  Ah !  "  ejaculated  the  farmer,  taking  a 
seat  by  the  side  of  his  wife,  while  he  gave 
her  a  familiar  chuck  under  her  double  chin. 
"  And  what  may  that  be,  my  jovial  Joseph  ?  " 

"  Listen,"  quietly  remarked  the  dame,  with 
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increased  action  of  the  foot  and   raising  a 
finger.  "  Listen. ". 

Farmer  Stockley  glanced  from  one  to  the 
other,  and  folding  his  arms  across  his  breast 
seemed  disposed  to  do  precisely  as  he  was 
bidden. 

*'  I  'm  a  parent,"  observed  the  miller,  with 
a  thump  of  his  right  hand  upon  the  left  of 
his  breast,  "  and  I  think  I  may  say  in  the 
presence  of  neighbours,  without  being  put 
down  as  a  chirruper  of  my  own  soundness, 
that  I  have  the  feelings  of  such." 

Dame  Stockley  perfectly  coincided  in  this 
sentiment. 

The  farmer  nodded  assent  and  Joe  resu- 
med. 

'*  I  might  have  been  a  proud  parent, 
ma'am,"  continued  he,  addressing  himself  to 
the  dame,  *'  under  different  circumstances  ; 
but  mind  ye,  they  must  ha'  been  quite 
different  from  the  beginning  to  the  end. 
Miss  Beans  was  never  of  the  mould  or  man- 
ners that  I  considered  either  nice,  comely,  or 
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■winsome,  on  the  con-trary,  she  was  always 
of  the  nasty  kind.  But  as  I  often  said  to 
myself  '  Joe,  she  *s  your  daughter  recollect, 
old  blunderbuss — a  shaving  of  the  old  stick 
— don't  be  over  particklar.  Don  't  measure 
your  own  meal  in  the  world's  stinty  and 
crabbed  measure.  Be  liberal,  Joseph  Beans. 
Deal  as  you  would  be  dealt  by.  Remember, 
you  thick-headed,  ignorant,  mouldy  and  mis- 
erable sinner,  that  if  you  look  down  upon 
your  own  child,  mankind  in  general  won't 
be  slow  to  adopt  a  similar  movement.'  That 
was  the  way,  ma'am,  I  reasoned  with  myself 
and  acted  accordingly.  " 

Dame  Stockley  considered  that  nothing 
could  surpass  the  judgment  dictating  the 
measure. 

"  To  come  to  the  point,  however,"  said 
Joe ;  "  and  if  I  don't  come  to  it  at  once  some- 
thing will  fly  I  know.  She — that  is,  Sarah 
is  her  Christian  name,  and  Beans  her  sur — 
said  to  me — that  is,  Joseph  is  the  Christian 
name  and  Beans  the  t'other — I  'm  thus  par- 
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tickler,  ma'am,"  continued  he,  with  a  look  of 
the  most  profound  significance,  "  that  there 
may  be  no  mistake  on  your  parts,  when  the 
explosion  takes  place — she  said  to  me  this 
very  afternoon,  and  just  as  I  was  whiffing 
the  last  six  puffs  from  my  pipe.  '  Par' — 
How  many  notches  have  been  cut,"  said  the 
miller,  flying  from  his  subject  at  a  tangent, 
and  casting  his  eyes  appealing  to  the  ceil- 
ing above  his  head,  ^'  how  many  notches 
have  been  cut,"  repeated  he,  '*  in  the  tally  of  my 
sins  from  that  word  so  often  bleated  by  Sally 
Beans !  I  never  could  suppress  a  damn,  if 
given  only  in  a  whisper — '  Par,'  said  she, 
'  I  'm going  to  be  married.'" 

Dame  Stockley  could  not  check  the  im- 
pulse. Bringing  the  palms  of  her  hands 
together  sharply,  she  exclaimed,  with  the 
most  fervent  expression  of  feeling,  "Have 
mercy  upon  the  blind !  " 

The  farmer  stared,  rubbed  and  pulled  his 
ears,  and  dug  the  end  of  a  finger  into  the 
corner  of  his  eyes,  in  order  to  make  sure  his 
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senses  were  not  playing  him  a  slippery 
trick. 

"  '  Married/  said  I,"  continued  the  miller, 
satisfied  with  the  effect  he  had  created  on 
his  auditors,  "  '  married,  Sally  Beans !  '  " 

"  'That 's  what  I  said,  sir,' "  replied  she,  giv- 
ing her  nose  one  of  those  rabbit-like  twitches 
which  always  lets  one  know  when  the  tem- 
per's boiling  up. 

"'And  who  the  devil  will  have  ye?'"  asked  I. 

"A  sensible  question,"  observed  Dame 
Stockley.   "  Very  sensible." 

"So  I  thought,  ma'am,"  resumed  Joe, 
"  and  one  which  couldn't  be  asked  too  soon ; 
'  and  who  the  devil  will  have  ye? '  said  I." 

"'I  suppose,  sir,'  returned  Sally,  as  rough 
as  a  saw,  '  you  mean  to  enquire  on  whom  it  is 
lam  about  to  bestow  the  honour  of  my  hand !" 

"  '  Yes,'  replied  I,  '  that  '11  do.  Pro- 
ceed.' 

"  '  I  might,  and  could,  at  great  lengths. 
Mister  Beans,'  rejoined  Sally,  with  a  brisker 
twitching   of  the  nose  than  usual,  'but  I 
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shall  content  myself  by  saying  that  the. 
humble  person  I  am  about  to  raise  to  my 
own  level  in  the  relation  of  your  son-in-law- 
is—' 

Joe  Beans  stopped  and  looked  around. 

Dame  Stockley  felt  inclined  to  seize  him 
by  the  throat,  and  squeeze  the  words  from  it 
by  violence. 

The  farmer  stretched  his  legs  and  began 
to  nibble  a  thumb  nail. 

"  Pug  I "  shouted  the  miller  throwing  his 
arms  wildly  above  his  head.  "  That  was  the 
name  she  gave.    Pug,  Pug,  Pug  !" 

'*  Never!"  ejaculated  Dame  Stockley. 
"Never!" 

**  It 's  true,  ma'am,"  thundered  Joe.  "  I  've 
given  it  went,  and  feel  all  the  better.  Pug 's 
the  name  she  gave.  Pug,  Pug,  Pug !  There  's 
nothing  like  went,  and  I  'm  the  lighter  for  it." 

"  Don't  give  way,"  suggested  the  farmer, 
in  a  consolatory  tone,  beginning  to  entertain 
doubts  of  his  friend's  sanity,  "  don't  give 
way  to  that  kind  of  feeling,  Joe.     Be  mode- 
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rate  and  mild,  neighbour.  Always  blow  the 
froth  off  the  cup  of  misfortune,  and  if  you 
vnll  drink,  do  it  with  a  steady  pull.  Bolting 
strong  liqfiior  in  haste  often  brings  a  great 
deal  of  unnecessary  water  to  the  eyes." 

"  Still,"  resumed  Joe,  swaying  his  head 
from  side  to  side,  "  there 's  nothing  like  went. 
Oh!"  continued  he,  with  a  long-drawn  and 
deeply-fetched  sigh,  "  I  feel  as  if  a  gimlet  had 
ground  a  little  smooth  round  hole  in  my 
barrel  of  misery,  and  let  it  off,  in  so  much 
brimstone  and  smoke.    I  do  indeed." 

"  And  what  might  be  your  reply,  Mister 
Beans?"  observed  Dame  Stockley,  more  eager 
to  learn  the  climax  of  the  strange  narrative 
than  she  would  have  been  willing  to  confess. 

"  I  whistled,  ma'am,"  returned  Joe,  "for 
the  best  part  of  five  minutes  or  so^  in  order 
to  collect  my  scattered  ideas,  and  having  got 
them  together  in  the  best  way  I  could,  I  said, 
*  Miss  Beans,  if  you  think  you  Ve  going  to 
play  any  such  games  with  me  as  this,  you 
never   were   more   mistaken  in  the   whole 
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course  of  your  life.  Rather  than  provoke 
words  with  ye,  I  've  often  put  a  check  on 
my  speech,  and  to  escape  bickerings  at  home, 
often  turned  my  heel  on  my  own  door ;  but 
I  'm  not  a  Christian  of  that  ilk,  who  suffers 
himself  to  be  kicked  without  asking  who 
knocks.  I  can  make  all  due  allowance,  Sally, 
for  your  having  come  to  that  step  in  the 
ladder  of  life,  when  you  're  continually  specu- 
lating as  to  who  will  have  ye.' 

"• '  There 's  only  one  more  at  all  like  it,  con- 
cerning a  woman,  and  that  is  a  time  when 
she  can  look  in  the  glass  with  a  jaunty  air 
and  wonder  whom  she  '11  have.  These  are 
the  couple  of  double  distill'd  important 
seasons  with  you  feminines,  and  the  differ- 
ence between  'em  is  this,  that  you  are  not 
nice  enough  in  the  one  case,  and  you're 
nasty  particular  in  the  other.' 

*'  ^  Ho ! '  said  Sally.  '  Indeed !  Thank  you, 
sir.  I  'm  sure  it  well  becomes  you.  Mister 
Beans,  to  throw  mud  into  your  child's  face.' 

"  '  Whatever  I  throw  shan't  bruise  you, 
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Sally,'  returned  I ; '  but  we  must  understand 
each  other  now,  and  once  for  all,  understand, 
if  you  quit  this  house  to  change  your  name 
for  Pug,  you  never  cross  its  threshold  again, 
bearing  that  name/ 

" '  Hoighty-toighty ! '  returned  Miss  Beans. 
*And  w^hat  's  the  charm,  I  should  like  to  be 
informed,  to  make  me  desirous  of  returning 
to  my  parental  roof?  It  is  n't  so  very  grand, 
Mister  Beans,  to  cause  one  to  look  at  it,  in 
the  light  of  a  marble  hall,  nor  am  I  aware 
of  any  particular  attractions — save  indeed, 
the  smell  of  tobacco,  strong  beer,  double 
Gloucester,  and  occasional  onions,  pervading 
the  establishment  at  most  seasons  of  the  year 
— which  can  be  regarded  as  extremely 
dazzling  to  the  senses.' 

"  '  Perhaps  not,'  said  I ;  *but  no  Pug  here.' 

"  '  He 's  my  choice,  and  heart  to  heart  is 
plighted.' 

"  '  Hearts  be  gingered ! '  returned  I. 

"  '  None  of  your  coarse  sentiments,  sir,' 
added  Sally.  *  Will  you  name  the  amount  of 
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my  marriage  portion,  and  save  yourself  the 
disgrace,  and  me  the  infliction  of  witnessing 
such  dreadful  conduct/ 

"  '  Not  a  farthing,'  said  I ;  *  not  a  farthing.' 

"  *  Not  a  farthing,'  repeated  she,  in  a 
hoarse  kind  o'  whisper.  And  then,  after  a 
lull,  she  went  off  into  such  a  fit  of  crying, 
screaming,  shrieking,  and  something  like 
swearing,"  continued  Joe,  dropping  his 
voice,  "  as  I  never  met  the  equal  of,  in 
the   whole  course  of  my  life  before.'* 

"  And  what  followed  ? "  inquired  the 
farmer, 

"I  tried  to  pacify  her,"  resumed  the 
miller,  "  but  all  in  vain,  and  the  sum-total 
of  the  matter  was,  that  she  declared  upon 
her  davy,  waking  or  sleeping,  eating  or 
drinking,  at  home  or  abroad,  I  never 
should  have  a  moment's  ease  if  she  could 
prevent  it,  unless  I  gave  my  consent ;  and 
something  handsome  to  gild  it  with." 

"  And  at  last  you ?"  farmer  Stock- 
ley  paused  in  his  query. 
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"  Toddled  here,"  replied  Joe,  "  to  ask 
better  opinions  than  my  own." 

Dame  Stockley  coughed;  and,  consider- 
ing the  opinion  sought  must  be  exclusively 
her  own,  at  once  began  to  make  an  oral 
delivery  of  it. 

"  The  subject  is  decidedly  a  delicate  one, 
Mr.  Beans,"  began  the  dame,  with  a  toss 
of  the  head ;  "  but  still  I  shall  not  hesitate 
to  speak  plainly  concerning  it.  Miss 
Beans,  in  making  a  selection  of  Pug  for 
a  husband,  has  no  doubt  carried  her  point, 
very  like  a  cat  pouncing  upon  a  mouse — 
that 's  what  I  think  about  the  matter  by 
way  of  a  beginning. 

"  Be  charitable,  dame,  "  observed  her  hus- 
band, tapping  her  gently  on  the  shoulder. 
"  Pug  is  not  quite  so  innocent  as  to  be  caught 
unwittingly. " 

*'  I  don  't  say  he  is  "  rejoined  the  dame, 
somewhat  sharply ;  but  that  he  was  caught 
like  a  bird  with  salt  upon  his  tail  I  feel  per- 
suaded.   He  never  would  have  thought —  " 
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"  Eight,"  interrupted  the  miller.  *'  Right." 

"  That  being  the  case,"  resumed  the  dame, 
"arid of  which  there  can  be  no  doubt,  I  look 
upon  the  affair  as  entirely  in  your  hands, 
Mister  Beans." 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  remark  Dame 
Stockley  resumed  her  knitting,  with  a  mys- 
terious expression  of  features  mingled  with 
an  equal  amount  of  confidence  in  her  man- 
ner. 

Joseph  Beans,  after  regarding  her  with  an 
enquiring  gaze  for  a  few  seconds,  turned  an 
appealing  look  to  the  farmer.  It  was  useless, 
however ;  for  he  shook  his  head  and  observed 
that  "  he  was  as  dark  as  mid-night." 
"  Humph  1 "  ejaculated  the  miller.  "  Perhaps 
then,  ma'am,  you  '11  favor  the  company  with 
a  ong-kore  ?  " 

"  You  wish  to  break  ofi*  this  match  ?  " 
said  the  dame,  again  dropping  her  needles, 
folding  her  arms,  and  closing  her  eyes. 

"  Most  undoubtedly,  ma'am,  "  replied  the 
miller,  emphatically.  "  No  Pug  shall  be  kith 
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or  kin  o'  mine  if  I  can  prevent  it,  and  it 
isn't  from  family  pride  I  say  so;  but  from 
principle.  Supposing  there  was  a  multiply, 
what  an  amazing  deal  I  might  have  to  answer 
for  !  Instead  of  one  imp  of  Satan  in  the 
neighbourhood,  there  might  be  a  regular 
race  of  'em.  Awful ! "  ejaculated  he, 
''  quite  awful  for  a  Christian  mind  to  dwell 
upon." 

"It  is  not  a  work  of  great  difficulty  to 
prevent,"  added  the  dame. 

"How?"  briefly  inquired  Joseph  Beans, 
with  staring  eyes. 

"  What  a  puzzler  that  is  to  many  a  wise 
brain!"  returned  a  voice.  And  just  be- 
hind the  miller's  chair  stood  Pug,  grinning 
with  one  of  his  broadest  grins. 


192  OUK  COUNTT. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

"  To  be  furious, 
Is  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear.' 

Old  John  Racket  was  now  bed-ridden. 
He  could  no  longer  even  creep  from  his  couch 
with  the  assistance  of  Betty,  but  remained 
night  and  da}^  day  and  night,  between  fretful 
dreams,  feverish  wakings,  and  impatience 
pourtrayed  in  every  word  and  gesture. 
Nothing  satisfied  him.  No  attention  was 
enough ;  no  word  of  kindness  was  expressed, 
and  no  act  offered  for  his  relief,  but 
he  connected  with  them  sinister  inten- 
tions.      His  mind  was  haunted   by  suspi- 
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cion,  and  knew  no  rest — no  respite.     Sleep- 
ing or  waking  was  all  the  same  with  him. 
When  his  nurse  held  the  meagre  refreshment 
to  his  lips,  he  would  eye  her  with  a  sharp, 
snake-like  glance,  and  wonder  if  there  were 
poison  in  the  cup.    His  son  Jack,  too,  could 
never  approach  him,  but  he  feared  an  un- 
natural hand  might  be  raised  to  strike,  and 
be  imbued  with  blood.     In  his  dreams  he 
saw,  as  constantly  as  he  slept,  lawyer  Sharp 
bearing   |away   a  heap   of    glittering   gold 
which  he  knew  was  that  for  Avhich  he  had 
toiled  so  long  and  sacrificed  so  much.     In 
vain  he  tried  to  seize  it,  in  vain  he  strove  to 
shriek  "  't  was  his."     The  words  died  upon 
his  lips,  and  his  hands  were  powerless.    The 
hideous  night- mare  past,  and  then  with  the 
sweat  of  agony  standing  in  beads  upon  his 
forehead,    the  old  man   would  ''  thank  his 
God  that  it  was  a  dream — a  dream — only  a 
dream." 

But  long   he  pondered   upon  this  oft-re- 
peated dream.     Might  not  the  lawyer  take 
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advantage  of  the  confidence  placed  in  him? 
How,  if  the  marriage  were  not  consummated 
between  Maud  Sharp  and  his  son?  The 
principal  part — the  bulk  of  his  wealth — as 
it  was  now  left,  would  go  in  trust  to  her. 
The  projected  marriage  was  the  condition, 
and  the  will  was  so  framed  as  to  prevent  the 
squandering  of  the  property  by  Jack.  But 
what  security  was  there  for  the  fulfilment 
of  the  plan?  Supposing  he  were  to  die 
before  the  union,  might  it  not  be  broken  off? 
The  time  agreed  upon  between  the  lawyer 
and  himself  for  obtaining  Maud's  consent, 
had  not  expired,  but  he  would  not  trust  him 
or  her  another  day — no,  not  another  hour. 
He  would  make  another  will — a  better — a 
more  certain  one.  Although  he  'd  lock  up 
every  shilling,  aye,  every  farthing;  Jack 
shouldn't  spend  his  money. 

"What,  a- thinking  aloud.  Mister  Racket?" 
said  a  harsh,  grating  voice,  as  the  heavy 
curtains  of  his  bed  were  thrown  back,  and 
Betty's   ill-favour  d   features    became  just 
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visible  in  the  murky  darkness  between 
them.  "What,  a-thinking  aloud,  sir,  and 
betimes  too  ?" 

"  Was  I,  Betty  ?  "  replied  her  master  in  a 
feeble  tone,  but  regarding  her  with  a  search- 
ing look. 

"Was  you?"  she  rejoined,  making  the 
rings  squeak  on  the  rod  as  she  jerked  the 
curtains  farther  asunder,  "  to  be  sure  you 
was,  and  as  it 's  never  too  late  to  do  a  good 
action,  I  'm  right  down  glad  to  hear  you  're 
going  to  make  a  great  improvement  in  your 
new  will,  and,  I  suppose,  last  testament. 
Ha,  ha,  ha!" 

The  old  man's  frame  was  seized  with  a 
slight  tremor. 

"  How  often,"  continued  Betty,  with  a 
laugh,  in  which  was  blended  but  the  smallest 
possible  effects  of  mirth,  "  How  often," 
repeated  she,  "  a  body  learns  by  chance 
what  one  might  go  digging  for  ever  and  a 
day  into  the  bowels  of  circumstances,  with- 
out turning   up  the  tater  wanted!  It's  a 
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marvel,  sir,  isn't  it?  A  sort  of  cracking 
the  nut  of  futurity  with  the  heel  of  acci- 
dent." 

"  I  don't  quite  understand  you,  Betty," 
replied  her  master. 

"  Not  quite  understand  me,  eh,  Mister 
Kacket?"  rejoined  Betty,  with  a  second 
edition  of  her  dismal  laugh.  "  Very  good, 
sir.  Then  in  order  to  be  as  plain  as  a 
rolling  pin  and  smoother  than  a  flat-iron,  I  '11 
just  let  ye  know  what  I  mean,  in  away  that 
must  prove  uncommon  easy  to  the  dullest 
o'  brains.  Look  here,  sir,"  continued  she, 
placing  her  arms  akimbo  and  rolling  her 
head  from  side  to  side,  **  I  don't  mean  to 
stand  any  more  nonsense  with  you.  I  am 
not  to  be  bamboozled,  gulled,  humbugged, 
browned,  done,  or  chiseled  by" — and  Betty 
sneered  as  she  spoke — "  We  HI  see  about  it. 
All  in  good  time.  Yes,  yes,  never  fear. 
There  HI  be  enough  for  you,  I'll  know  now, 
Mister  Racket,"  she  said,  raising  her  voice, 
"  what  I  am  to  have,  and  I  '11  see  it  put 
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down,  right,  tight,  and  straight,  with  my 
eyes,  before  sunset." 

"  Oh,  Betty !"  ejaculated  the  old  man, 
raising  his  withered  hands  supplicatingly, 
"  don't  be  angry,  good  Betty.  Don't  be 
angry  with  me." 

"  Don't  be  angry  with  ye !"  repeated  his 
nurse  with  increasing  fury.  "  Isn't  it 
enough  to  make  an  angel's  temper  rise  and 
stick  up  like  the  hackles  on  a  mad  ferret,  to 
be  treated  as  I  am?  Here  for  years  and 
years,  I  've  been  saving,  screwing,  starving, 
and  putting  up  with  all  sorts  of  miseries  for 
3^our  sake.  Not  an  hour's  comfort  can  I 
remember,  not  a  single  act  on  your  part  has 
been  done  to  make  one  day  easier  than 
another.  To  slave,  to  sweat,  to  suffer,  has 
been  my  lot  of  service,  and  now,  when  the 
end  is  nearly  gained,  you  'd  leave  me  to  die 
like  a  dog  in  a  ditch." 

"  No,  no,"  whimpered  her  master.  "In- 
deed I  wouldn't,  Betty.  Don't  be  angry 
with  me." 
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"  But  I  will,"  screamed  the  beldame.  "  I 
will  be  angry.  There  's  no  one  near  to  hear 
what  I  say  or  see  what  I  do.  And  so  help 
me  heaven  if  ye  don't  make  me  quick  and 
good  amends,  I  '11 — "  she  broke  off  short  in 
her  speech,  and  putting  her  face  so  close  to 
her  master's  that  her  breath  steamed  hotly 
on  his  cheek,  hissed,  "  murder  ye^ 

"  Oh !"  pitifully  exclaimed  the  old  man, 
"  have  mercy  on  me.  Don't  hurt  me — don't 
hurt  your  old  master,  Betty.  I  will — indeed 
I  will — give  you  all  you  want.  Say  what 
it  is.  I  '11  do  anything,  anything  you  tell 
me." 

"Ah!"  returned  she;  '*  it  's  all  well 
enough  to  say  so  now.  When  the  rod  's  at 
hand  the  child  shrinks." 

'"■  I  mean  what  I  say,  Betty,"  rejoined 
the  trembling  victim.  "  Don't  hurt  me. 
I  mean  what  I  say." 

"  And  if  ye  didn't,"  added  she  fiercely, 
"  /  do.  Kemember  that.  Mister  Racket, 
/  mean  what  I  say." 
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"  Yes,  yes,"  said  he,  ''  I  know  it,  I  know 
it.  But  don't  hurt  your  poor  old  master, 
Betty,  He  hasn't  long  to  live  perhaps.  An 
old  man,  Betty — a  poor  old  man." 

"  Poor !"  quickly  returned  she.  "  Don't 
croak  of  poverty  to  me.  It  may  have  done 
as  a  cheat  to  others,  and  served  your  pur- 
pose, but  it  won't  do  now." 

"Well,  well!  we  won't  quarrel,  Betty, 
Let  us  be  good  friends  again,  as  was  our 
wont.  You  used  to  be  kind  to  me  and 
patient,  Betty,"  said  he,  as  each  word  fell 
quivering  from  his  tongue;  "very  kind 
and  patient  to  me." 

"  What  I  have  been,"  replied  she,  "  and 
what  I  am,  are  two  different  times  and 
seasons.  I  never  learned  till  now  that  your 
will  was  made,"  she  continued.  "  You 
always  shirked  the  matter  when  I  asked  con- 
cerning it,  and  put  me  off  with  shifts,  excuses, 
and  lies.  But  now  we  must  have  business, 
and  nothing  but  business." 

"We  will,  Betty,"  replied  he.  "We'll 
have  business,  and  nothing  but  business." 
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"  By  way  of  commencement  then,"  said 
his  nurse,  *'  tell  me — "  and  she  lifted  her 
finger  with  an  admonitory  shake ;  ''  say  what 
you  have  left  me,  in  your  present  precious 
will?" 

At  this  juncture  her  master  was  seized 
with  a  violent  dry  cough. 

"  If  that  barking  lasts  much  longer,"  re- 
marked Betty,  *'  I  shall  think  it  advisable 
to  give  your  back-bone  a  few  good  solid 
thumps,"  And  as  she  spoke,  she  shewed  a 
doubled  fist  within  an  inch  of  the  invalid's 
nose. 

"  I'm  better,"  gasped  he;  "much  better. 
Don't  hurt  your  poor  old  master,  Betty. 
I  '11  do  anything — anything  you  tell  me." 

"Be  quick  then,"  she  returned  menacingly. 
"  I  'm  in  no  humour  to  wait.  What  have 
you  left  me — much  or  little,  some  or  none, 
eh?" 

"  I  meant " 

"  Meant  be  devilled !"  interrupted  the  hag, 
furiously.    "  Come,  out  with  it.     Speak,  or 
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1 11  squeeze  your  old  throat,  and  make  the 
words  fly  from  it,  like  shot  from  a  gun. 
Is  it  much  or  little,  some  or  none,  eh  ? 

"  Have  mercy  on  me,  dear,  good,  kind 
Betty, '^  whined  the  old  man,  raising  his 
claw-like  hands  beseechingly  from  the  bed 
clothes.     "  Don^t  hurt  me.     If  I  forgot " 

"Ho,  ho,  ho!"  laughed  the  beldame, 
shaking  her  clenched  fists  in  his  face.  "  Ho, 
ho,  ho!     Forget,  eh?     Ho,  ho,  ho  !" 

"  I  '11  make  amends,"  quickly  interposed 
the  miser,  with  his  eyes  staring  wildly  with 
fright.  "I  '11  give  you  all,"  continued  he, 
raising  himself  on  his  elbows,  while  globes  of 
perspiration  spurted  upon  his  brow  and  lip, 
"  all,  Betty,  all.  I  '11  give  ye  all.  Jack 
sha'n't  have  a  penny — not  a  single  penny." 

"  I  can  just  keep  my  fingers  off  ye,"  re- 
turned she,  in  a  voice  choked  with  passion. 
"  But  they  itch  to  clutch  your  old  throat, 
and  throttle,  and  wring,  and  twist,  and  twine 
it  until  every  joint  snapped." 

K  3 
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"Pity  me,"  groaned  the  invalid.  "An 
old  man,  Betty.     A  poor  old  man !  " 

"  Curses  on  ye!"  ejaculated  she,  between 
her  teeth.  "  Curses  on  your  drivelling  soul. 
And  so,  after  all  you  've  said  and  sworn, 
you  'd  leave  me  to  want — to  die  of  want  ?  " 

"  No,  no,  I  wouldn't,  Betty,"  said  he,  hur- 
riedly. "  I  wouldn't  indeed,  Betty.  Don't 
say  so." 

"  Don't  say  so ! "  she  replied,  with  a  sneer. 
"  Have  you  done  anything  to  prevent  it?  Is 
there  a  shilling  left  for  me?"  Come,  tell 
me  that?" 

"  I  will  leave " 

"I  know  you  will,"  added  she;  "but 
that's  no  answer.  However,  the  truth  's 
out,  and  that 's  enough  for  me.    Now  listen." 

"  I  will,"  replied  his  master.  "  I  '11  listen 
to  every  word,  Betty.  Don't  be  angry  with 
me.     I'm  an  old  man — a' poor  old  man!" 

"  You  are  going  to  make  a  new  will," 
said  she,  speaking  slowly,  "  and  I  mean  to 
hear  it  made." 
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"  Yes,  yes,"  replied  he,  "  you  shall,  Betty, 
you  shall." 

"I  don't  care  a  button  about  your  son 
Jack  having  the  swag,  as  he  calls  your 
money;  but  unless  the  reprobate  gets  about 
what  he  expects,  he'll  cut  up  rough,  and 
may  try  some  trick  to  upset  the  will.'' 

"  He  can't,"  said  her  master,  timidly ;  "  he 
can  t. 

"  And  he  sha'n't,"  added  Betty,  with  em- 
phasis on  her  words  ;  *'  for  he  shall  have 
no  cause.  He 's  your  son,  although  a 
bad  one,  and  as  an  only  child  should  pos- 
sess the  chief  part  of  his  father's  wealth, 
you  '11  leave  him  his  deserts,  and  me  mine,  in 
a  legacy  of  three  thousand  pounds." 

''Three  thousand  pounds!"  repeated  the 
miser,  as  if  weighing  the  amount  in  his 
mind. 

"  Aye,"  resumed  Betty,  "  neither  a  shil- 
ling more,  nor  a  shilling  less.  I  once  thought 
and  said,"  continued  she,  "  that  as  he  would 
spend " 


204  OUR  COUNTY. 

"  He  mustn^t  spend  it,"  interposed  the 
old  man,  while  the  tears  coursed  each  other 
down  his  furrowed  cheeks.  "He  mustn't 
spend  it,  Betty." 

"  With  that  I  have  nothing  to  do,"  re- 
turned she.  "  He  must  have  it,  or  there  '11 
be  some  devilish  prank  or  other.  It 's  tied 
up  now,  I  suppose,  between  you  and  that 
lawyer  Sharp,  so  as  he  could  do  little  or 
nothing  with  what  he  calls  his  own,  and  if  I 
were  to  be  left  out  altogether,  it  might  suit 
the  purpose  intended;  but  it  won't  suit 
mine.  Mister  Eacket.  It  won't  suit  mine, 
sir,"  repeated  the  beldame,  in  a  harsh  and 
angry  tone  and  gesture. 

"  No,  no,"  replied  her  master,  nervously. 
"I  see  it  won't;  I  see  it  won't." 

"  Hah!"  ejaculated  Betty,  with  a  smack 
of  her  lips,  by  way  of  a  finish ;  "  how  differ- 
ent people  see  things  at  different  times.  It 's 
like,  Mister  Racket,  senior,  what  one  may 
call  putting  on  coloured  spectacles,  and 
changing  'em." 
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"  Shrewdly  said,"  rejoined  he,  with  a 
ghastly  smile.     "  Shrewdly  said." 

*^  Then  we  understand  each  other,  do  we  ?  " 
she  returned. 

"  I  think  so,"  added  he,  feebly. 

"  There  must  be  no  thinks ^^^  said  Betty, 
with  rekindled  anger.  "  You  '11  do  as  I  tell 
ye  or  take  the  consequences,  and  1 11  not  do 
less  than  I  've  said.  Mind  that.  I  '11  not 
do  less — not  a  jot  less." 

"  You  shall  have  all  you  want,  Betty,*' 
whined  the  old  man,  with  his  limbs  shaking 
as  if  suddenly  stricken  with  palsy.  "You 
shall  have  all  you  want,  dear,  good,  kind 
Betty."' 

"  Then  the  amount  you  know,"  continued 
she.  "  It 's  enough  to  keep  me ;  not  too 
much  to  cause  Jack  to  try  and  rob  me  of  it, 
and  by  letting  him  have  his  pockets  well 
filled,  I  stand  in  no  fear  of  the  devilry  he 
would  be  up  to,  in  the  event  of  his  finding 
himself  disappointed.  Now  do  you  see  my 
drift.  Mister  Racket,  senior?" 
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"Quite,"  he  replied,  with  a  deeply  drawn 
sigh.     "  Quite." 

"  You  shall  send  for  lawyer  Sharp  this 
morning,"  resumed  Betty,  "and  give  Irzn 
fresh  orders,  before  me,  for  your  new 
will.  It  was  your  intention,  you  know," 
continued  she,  with  a  chuckling  laugh, 
"  although,  perhaps,  it  may  be  slightly 
different  now  from  the  original.  You  can 
say  what  you  like,  as  a  reason  for  changing 
your  mind;  but  don't  make  a  bungle  by 
bringing  me  in  as  the  cause.  You  may  call 
the  legacy  a  reward  for  my  services,  and 
mention  a  few  agreeable  matters  o'  that 
sort;  but  don't  be  too  particular.  The 
lawyer  is  a  precious  deep  un,  and  can  see 
farther  than  one  might  wish  sometimes." 

"  It  shall  be  as  you  wish,  Betty,"  rejoined 
the  old  man;  "just  as  you  wish." 

"  Tnere  's  one  thing  more  I  've  got  to 
say,"  added  she  deliberately.  "  Should  you 
turn  on  me,  and  wriggle  from  your  bargain 
by  any  peaching,  I  '11  swear  it  's  false,  and 
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they  '11  believe  what  1  '11  call  it : — the  prating 
of  an  old  fool  in  his  second  childhood. 
Your  son  Jack  has  often,  of  late,  wanted 
me  to  say  you  're  mad,  and  if  I  could  have 
trusted  to  his  sworn  promise,  I  might,  per- 
haps, have  done  so  ere  this.  But  let  one 
word  drop  from  your  tongue  of  what  I  've 
said,  and  he  shall  wait  no  longer  for  your 
dead  shoes." 

"  Oh ! "  groaned  her  master.  "  Oh,  Betty ! 
your  words  make  my  flesh — my  poor  old 
flesh — to  chill.  Have  pity  on  me !  An  old 
man,  Betty — a  poor  old  man !  " 

''  Remember  what  I  've  said,"  replied  she, 
"  and  do  as  you  've  agreed,  and  so  long  as 
you  live  no  harm  shall  befall  ye." 

"  I  will,  rest  assured,"  he  rejoined.  "  I 
will,  indeed,  dear,  good,  kind  Betty ! " 
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CHAPTER   XIII. 

''  Do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue, 
That  gives  not  half  so  great  a  blow  to  the  ear, 
As  will  a  chesnut  in  a  farmer's  fire." 

It  was  what  is  called  "  betimes."  Scarcely 
a  cock  had  shaken  a  feather  on  the  roost 
when  Pug,  with  a  soft,  cat-like,  and  stealthy 
tread,  stole  along  the  pathway  leading 
through  the  miller's  garden,  and  at  length 
stood  beneath  the  window  of  the  room  occu- 
pied by  Miss  Beans  as  her  dormitory.  The 
curtains  were  closely  drawn  before  the  dia- 
mond-paned  lattice,  but  Pug's  quick  glance  at 
once  espied  the  tip  of  a  nose  flattened  against 
the  glass,  between  the  smallest  possible  crevice 
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in  their  folds,  and  he  at  once  signalized  his 
knowledge  of  the  fact,  by  jerking  a  small 
pebble  with  such  precision,  that  it  hit  the 
precise  spot  occupied  by  the  nose.  With  a 
sudden,  perhaps  with  even  a  nervous  move- 
ment, the  nose  was  withdrawn,  and  this 
seemed  to  afford  such  infinite  delight  to  Pug, 
that  he  immediately  dropped  upon  his  hands, 
and  balancing  himself  for  a  moment,  with 
great  adroitness,  with  his  heels  in  the  air, 
flung  a  summerset,  and  then  stood  with  both 
hands  delved  deeply  in  his  pockets,  to  await 
the  course  of  accidents. 

Creaking  harshly,  as  if  little  oil  had  soft- 
ened its  hinges  for  many  a  day,  the  case- 
ment opened,  and  at  the  same  time  the  vis- 
age of  Miss  Sally  Beans  emerged,  wearing 
anything  but  an  appearance  of  kindliness 
or  good  will.  The  damsel,  indeed,  looked 
as  if  she  had  just  awoke  from  some  very 
unpleasant  dream,  to  be  conscious  of  a  still 
more  disagreeable  reality.  To  define  the 
precise  expression  upon  her  features,  would 
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be  a  task  of  some  difficulty,  but  there  was 
that  which  might  lead  the  cautious  observer 
to  conclude  she  had  experienced  a  most  un- 
pleasant smell,  at  no  distant  date,  and  the 
effects  had  become  stereotyped  in  them. 

"All 's  right,"  said  Pug,  in  a  loud  whisper. 
"  How  are  ye,  my  blithesome  linnet  ?  " 

"  Not  better,  not  the  more  blithesome, 
sir,"  she  replied  in  the  same  tone,  "from 
keeping  me  watching  for  you  during  the  last 
half  hour,  shivering  and  shaking." 

"  It  ^s  only  just  daybreak,"  pleaded  he. 

"  Ho,  indeed,"  rejoined  Miss  Beans,  with 
the  strongest  pickled  peppercorn  in  the  de- 
livery, "  had  I  been  in  your  place,  sir,  and 
you  in  mine, — had  I  been  a  male  lover, — I 
should  have  known  and  kept  the  time  named 
to  the  second,  for  such  an  occasion  as  this." 

"  I  thought  I  was  to  my  time,"  returned 
Pug  ;  "  it 's  before  cockcrow,  and  that 's  my 
clock." 

"  Cockcrow !"  repeated  Sally,  with  a  sneer ; 
"  where  's  your  ardour  ?  where  *s  your  fiery 
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impatience  to  make  me  thine,  only  thine,  and 
thine  only,  if  you  talk  of  waiting  till  cock- 
crow ?  Did  I  not  tell  you,  my  pa  always 
became  fidgetty  and  restless,  and  was  light 
of  sleep,  and  generally  took  what  he  calls  a 
taster  of  the  morning  air  about  this  time,  by 
poking  his  head  out  of  window  ?  Supposing 
he  was  to  do  so  now — this  very  moment,'* 
continued  she,  with  a  solemnity  of  man- 
ner, "  I  might  become  lost  to  you  for  e-ver." 

Pug  grinned  broadly  at  this  hypothesis. 

"  You  were  to  be  here  and  prepared  by 
daybreak,"  resumed  Miss  Beans,  placing  due 
stress  upon  the  preposition,  "instead  of 
which,  here  you  are  after  that  time,  and 
quite  the  reverse — so  to  speak." 

"  I  '11  be  as  ready  as  a  loaded,  primed,  and 
cocked  pistol  in  less  than  a  minute,"  added 
Pug. 

"  j\Iake  amends,  then,"  said  the  wounded 
maiden,  "  and  shew  your  ardour  by  making 
good  your  words." 

Her  lover  kissed  his  dexter  hand,   awk- 
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wardly  it  must  be  confessed,  in  token  of 
obedience,  and  strided  away  quickly  towards 
the  stable  occupied  by  Meteor. 

The  gallant  flea-bitten  grey  turned  quickly 
in  his  stall,  as  the  click  of  the  door-latch  fell 
on  his  ear,  and  his  eye-balls  opened  widely  in 
surprise  at  perceiving  the  form  of  Pug  stand- 
ing across  the  threshold. 

"  What,  not  expected,  eh?"  exclaimed  Pug. 

Meteor  returned  a  negative  in  one  decided 
shake  of  his  stumpy  tail. 

"  Humph ! "  rejoined  Pug.  "  I  don't  pre- 
tend to  be  on  quite  the  terms  of  acquaintance- 
ship with  ye,  as  that  jolly  Bath-brick  of  a 
master  o'  yours  ;  but  if  ye  can  understand 
what's  said,  as  he  says  ye  can,  it  may  be  worth 
the  while  of  both  of  us  to  come  to  a  little 
bit  of  an  understanding,  on  the  square." 

Meteor  pricked  his  ears,  as  an  indication 
that  he  was  prepared  to  listen. 

"  I  'm  going  to  make  you,"  continued  Pug, 
"  look  through  a  bridle  this  morning,  before 
your    usual    allowance   of  hay   and  corn. 
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There  ^11  be  bit  in  your  mouth,  nevertheless, 
although  of  a  substance  too  hard  to  chew ; 
but  mark  what  I  now  say, — if  you  don't  go 
the  pace  just  as  1  want  you,  I  '11  shew  you 
how  a  good  old  screw  can  be  oiled." 

Meteor  gave  a  vigorous  shake  of  his  entire 
system  at  this  inuendo. 

"  You  may  rattle  your  old  bones,"  resumed 
Pug,  lifting  the  collar  and  other  portions 
of  the  harness  from  some  adjoining  pegs  on 
which  they  were  hung,  "  and  not  like  the 
plan  of  hard  work  on  an  empty  stomach. 
It  's  feasible — it  's  what  I  shouldn't  like 
myself.  But,"  and  Pug  threw  the  pad  and 
breeching  upon  the  grey's  back,  as  he  spoke, 
"  I  've  something  on  hand,  which  to  be  done 
well  must  be  done  quickly." 

Pug  tugged  hard  at  this  juncture  to  make 
the  tongue  meet  the  buckle  of  Meteor's  belly- 
band,  and,  although  he  applied  his  vice-like 
teeth  to  assist  him  in  the  strain,  it  was  more 
than  he  could  accomplish. 

Meteor  could  inflate  himself  at  pleasure. 
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and  render  his  body  some  inches  more  in 
girth  than  the  natural  span. 

"  Come,"  ejaculated  Pug,  seeing  the  cause, 
and  following  up  the  discovery  with  a  dig 
of  his  clenched  knuckles  in  Meteor  s  ribs, 
''  This  won't  answer  as  a  beginning.  If  you 
go  on  in  this  style  for  a  very  little  while 
longer,"  continued  he,  '*  I  shall  soon  arrive 
at  my  physical-force-persuasion  system." 

Meteor  was  clearly  at  fault. 

"  You  don't  understand  what  my  physical- 
force- persuasion  system  is,  eh  ?"  continued 
Pug,  pushing  the  collar  roughly  over  the 
grey's  head.  "  Then  I  '11  just  inform  ye  what 
it  consists  of.  It  isn't  coaxin' — by  no  man- 
ner of  means.  It  isn't  smooth,  oily,  rub-me- 
down,  or  greasy.  Quite  the  con-trary.  My 
physical-force- persuasion  system  may  be 
called  a  regular  nutmeg-grater  —  precious 
rough.  Look  here,"  said  he,  holding  up  the 
handle  of  a  broom,  "  this  is  the  kind  o'  twig 
I  use  in  such  a  case,  never  smaller  ;  and  if 
so  be  that  doesn't  convince  as  soon  as  ex- 
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pected,  I  try  my  little  insinuator,"  and  as 
he  spoke,  he  extracted  from  a  waistcoat 
pocket,  a  two-pronged  fork  stuck  in  a  cork. 

Meteor's  tail  drooped  at  the  production. 

*'  It 's  wonderful,"  resumed  Pug,  looking  at 
the  instrument  in  his  hand,  and  feeling  the 
sharpened  points  lightly  with  the  tips  of  his 
fingers,  "  it 's  wonderful  what  a  little  well- 
timed,  well-placed  insinuation  does  !  Farmer 
Stockley's  Buttercup  can  answer  for  that, 
and  if  you  have  not  forgotten  the  particular 
moment  I  landed  you  a  winner  at  Tare 
Down  races — when  I  stirred  up  your  ancient 
spice,  and  struck  the  sparks  from  the  tinder 
box  of  your  double  distilled,  sound,  old  back- 
bone— you  can  answer  for  what  a  nice  deli- 
cate touch  on  an  old  established  raw  can  do ! 
Ah!"  ejaculated  Pug,  "  if  people  could 
be  taught  to  know  when — the  right  time  I 
mean ;  the  now  -  I'm-ready  -  and  -  in  -  the- 
humour;  kiss-me-quick,  now-or-never — 
when  the  particular  sort  of  persuader  is  to 
be  used,  how  many  bladders  of  hope  might 
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rise  to  skim  before  the  wind, instead  of  bustin' 
as  they  swell !  " 

Meteor  turned  his  eyes  and  his  ears  back- 
wards as  Pug  delivered  his  soliloquy. 

"It  's  impossible  to  teach  this  winning 
dodge,"  continued  Pug,  thrusting  a  some- 
what rusty  bit  between  Meteor's  jaws.  "  It 
can't  be  learned.  Like  the  kernel  to  a  nut, 
it  must  be  natural  and  something  within 
which  passethshow.  Now,  it 's  my  belief  that 
I  doknow  the  right  kind  of  persuader  to  apply 
and  at  the  nick  o'  time  too,  and  opportunity ; 
and  all  I  've  got  to  say  is,"  said  he,  complet- 
ing Meteor's  harnessing,  "  that  unless  you 
act  kindly,  and  in  a  spirit  to  go  as  fast  as  I 
want  ye,  and  as  slow  as  you  don't  want  that 
I  should  wish  ye,  I  '11  bring  into  quick 
operation  my  physical-force-persuasion-sys- 
tem.    That  's  all." 

Meteor  appeared  to  be  duly  impressed 
with  the  summary  of  the  speech,  and  turned 
quickly  in  his  stall,  as  he  was  required,  to 
the  chirrup  of  Pug's  pursed  lips. 
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In  a  short  space  of  time — for  Pug's  fingers 
were  more  nimble  than  an  active  tailor's — 
the  grey  stood  between  the  shafts  of  the 
miller's  market-cart,  wondering,  within  him- 
self, why  he  was  so  placed  at  so  unseemly 
an  hour,  whither  he  was  bound,  and  wherefore 
for  every  why  that,  surely,  ever  entered 
horse's  brain.  It  was  a  puzzle — a  labyrinth 
of  doubts,  suppositions,  puzzles — a  myth. 

Meteor,  however, with  a  cautious  prudence 
which  must  be  deemed  most  praiseworthy, 
recollected  the  power  which  was  threatened 
to  be  brought  against  his  non-compliance  to 
the  rules  laid  down,  and  resolved  to  do  his 
best  to  escape  the  practical  conviction  in 
the  shape  of  the  physical- force-persuasion- 
system. 

Gently — not  faster  than  a  rich  man's  fune- 
ral— Meteor  was  led  towards  the  outer  gate 
leading  from  the  miller's  domain,  and  as  an 
illustrative  fact  of  the  extreme  caution  exer- 
cised by  Pug  to  prevent  the  smallest  sound 
from  being  audible  at  a  distance,  he  kicked 
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from  the  path  every  stone  and  pebble  likely 
to  grate  against  the  tyres  of  the  wheels,  and 
strode  along  on  the  tips  of  his  toes  with  the 
gait  of  a  pair  of  moving  compasses. 

With  door  a-jar,  Miss  Beans  stood  peeping 
and  peering,  and  no  sooner  was  Meteor's 
head  on  the  door  post,  than  she  hastened 
with  a  kind  of  kid-like  skip  from  the  cover 
of  her  retreat. 

Three  bandboxes — two  blue  and  one  white, 
were  hung  on  one  of  the  arn^s  of  Miss 
Beans.  In  her  left  hand  she  grasped  a  small, 
mangy-looking  hair  trunk,  a  deep  and  wide 
basket,  a  bundle,  two  shawls,  and  a  pair  of 
pattens. 

In  a  twinkling — aye,  in  less  than  a  twink- 
ling— was  Miss  Beans  with  her  baggage  in 
the  cart,  and  like  a  shadow  from  the  same 
substance — such  was  his  celerity — Pug 
sprang  to  her  side. 

"  Now  then,  my  Michaelmas  daisy,*'  said 
he,  taking  the  reins,  and  giving  Meteor's  head 
such  a  shake  that  that  gallant  steed   was 
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scarcely  conscious  whether  it  was  on  or  off  for  a 
couple  of  brief  seconds,  "simmer  us  into  a  can- 
ter.    We  shall  boil  up  a  gallop  in  due  course." 

"  I  'm  timid,  Theophilus,"  observed  Miss 
Beans.  "  Respect  the  natural  fears  belong- 
ing to  my  sex." 

''  That 's  a  nice  high-sounding  name !" 
rejoined  Pug,  exhibiting  his  teeth.  "  I  can 
hardly  fancy  myself  a  Theophilus  all  at  once. 
But  talking  of  the  weakness  of  your 
gender,"  continued  he,  "  there  are  two 
matters  which  women  lick  the  he-fellows  all 
to  nothing  in,  and  they  are  strong  grog  and 
making  the  wheels  spin.  A  feminine  doesn't 
lap  so  much,  in  general  it  may  be  true,  but 
what  little  she  do  take  she  likes  it  good.  And 
as  for  going  too  fast — the  first  feminine  as 
admits  she  ever  went  too  quick  behind,  or 
on  a  hoss,  I  should  like  to  have  her  name 
and  address." 

"  I  can't  discourse,  "  returned  Sally,  glan- 
cing furtively  in  the  rear.  "  Suppose  my 
pa  was  to  see  us.     Oh  gracious  !  " 
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''  It  would  be  of  little  use  if  he  did,'^  added 
her  charioteer  coolly.  "  We  We  got  the  start, 
d'ye  see,  and  in  a  runaway  match  you  may 
depend  upon  it,  that 's  a  very  great  advantage 
— a  pull  which  makes  the  odds  considerably 
in  favour  of  the  bolters." 

"  I  feel  a  melting  sort  of  queer  and  clam- 
my—" 

''  Don't  faint,  "  interrupted  Pug,  eagerly. 
"  Do  anything  but  faint.  Fume,  fret — do 
anything  but  faint.  I  shouldn't  know  what 
to  do  with  ye,  if  you  were  to  be  guilty  of  a 
feminine  weakness  o'  that  sort.  All  that 
presents  itself  to  my  mind,  in  such  an  emer- 
gency, is  to  lift  the  tail-board  o'  the  cart  and 
to  let  ye  slide  tenderly  out." 

"  Ho,  indeed  !  "  ejaculated  Miss  Beans, 
recovering  herself  with  a  kind  of  spasm. 
*'  Ho !  indeed !  That  's  the  way  you  *d  treat 
the  object  of  your  affections,  Theophilus,  is 
it?  "  and  Miss  Beans  looked  at  this  moment, 
as  if  the  offensive  smell  had  become  stronger 
than  ever. 
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"  It  isn't  a  certainty,"  replied  Theophilus, 
with  great  coolness  ;  "  but  I  might  notwith- 
standing." 

"  Ho,  indeed  ! "  repeated  Sally,  the  end 
of  her  nose  twitching  with  considerable 
violence.  "  Perhaps  it  isn't  too  late  for  me 
to  change  my  intentions  of  becoming  thine, 
and  thine  only.  I  didn't  expect  threats 
which  amount  to  a  violent  assault." 

"  Ass  what  ?  "  returned  Pug,  shortly. 

"  Sault,"  snapped  Miss  Beans. 

"  Hah  1  "  ejaculated  he.  "  It  's  one  of  the 
rights  of  a  free-born  Englishman,  to  lick  his 
wife  as  often  as  he  thinks  she  deserves  to  be 
licked,  and  it  's  a  very  great  liberty  of  the 
subject,  gainsay  it  who  can." 

"  Theophilus,"  returned  Sally,  "  my  bosom 
begins  to  be  sensible  of  fears  to  which, 
hitherto,  it  has  been  a  stranger." 

"  Hah !  "  repeated  Theophilus,  myste- 
riously. "  A  stranger  you  know,  may  be- 
come one's  lodger." 

^'  If  my  pa  was  within  call,"  added  Miss 
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Beans,  ''I  should  most  decidedly  request 
his  authority  to  release  me  from  this  im- 
prudent and  rash  proceeding.  I  see  my 
error." 

"  Shall  I  turn  back  ?  "  quietly  asked  Pug, 
checking  Meteor  in  his  ambling  career. 

There  was  but  the  alternative  left.  Sally 
saw  that  in  an  instant,  and  acted  upon  it 
with  corresponding  quickness.  A  flood — a 
deluge  of  tears  came  to  her  assistance. 

"Ho!  "  ejaculated  she,  raising  her  hands. 
"  Why  was  I  born  ?  Why  was  I  ever  brought 
forward  to  be  thus  treated  ?  What  have  I 
done  to  be  made  a  victim  of  ?  " 

"  Don't  take  on  in  that  style,"  replied 
Pug.  ''  I  didn't  mean  to  be  too  rough; 
but  the  fact  is,  my  Michaelmas  daisy,"  con- 
tinued he,  "  you  seem  to  have  put  the  wrong 
leg  first  out  of  bed  this  morning,  and  not 
having  had  my  breakfast,  I  'm  in  no  humour 
to  put  up  with  your  little  peculiarities." 

"  Peculiarities !  "  exclaimed  Miss  Beans, 
in  a  tone  of  the  deepest  injury.     "  I  never 
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was  accused  before  of  being  tainted  with 
peculiarities.     I  'm  a  virtuous  female." 

"  No  doubt  of  that,"  rejoined  he.  "  I  've 
no  doubt  o'  that — not  in  the  smallest  mea- 
sure of  a  thimble  full." 

"With  that  admission,"  sniffled  Sally, 
"  I  feel  satisfied,  Theophilus.  It 's  not  my 
nature  to  bear  ill-will.  I  'm  too  generous, 
too  confiding,  too — if  I  may  use  the  expres- 
sion— too  enlarged  to  entertain  a  feeling  of 
the  sort.  We  are  friends  again,  and  I  am 
thine  and  thine  only." 

"  Thank  you  kindly,"  added  Theophilus, 
with  a  wide  grin. 

"  And  now  tell  me,"  resumed  Miss  Beans, 
"  since  we  seem  to  be  free  from  all  chance 
of  pursuit,  where  are  we  running  away  to  ?  " 

"  That 's  a  sensible  question,"  rejoined 
Pug.  "  It  would  be  a  famous  thing  for 
bolters  in  general  to  ask  themselves  that 
question  at  a  very  early  stage.  Instead  of 
which,  they  go  blundering  on  until  the  smash 
comes  quite  unawares.     Well!"    continued 
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he,  gently  stimulating  Meteor  to  increased 
energies,  "  we  are  bound  for  London,  and  the 
waggon  I  calculate  upon  overtaking  about 
a  mile  past  the  Duck  and  Gridiron." 

^'  I  trust  that  very  coarse  person,  Mister 
Puffy,  will  not  perceive  us,"  remarked  Miss 
Beans.  "  He  would  be  sure  to  inform  my 
pa  of  the  road  we  took." 

"  Luke 's  in  bed  at  this  time,"  returned 
Pug.  "  Snug,  and  cozy  old  Luke  Puffy 
isn't  one  o'  your  early  birds.  But  go  along 
my  flying  unicorn,"  said  he,  addressing 
Meteor, "  and  let 's  make  play  while  we  can." 

Meteor  answered  the  call  upon  his  powers, 
and  made  the  spokes  of  the  wheels  fly  round 
with  giddy  swiftness. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

"  But  look,  the  morn  in  russet  mantle  clad, 
Breaks  o'er  the  top  of  yon  high  eastern  hill." 

In  "  the  honey  heavy  dew  of  slumber"  Luke 
Puffy  had  been  buried  for  several  long 
hours,  with  the  most  refreshing  constitu- 
tional effects.  With  a  slight  grunt — merely 
from  the  exertion  of  raising  himself  from 
between  two  pyramids  of  the  softest  and 
most  caressing  feathers — he  got  upon  his 
elbows,  and  took  a  peep  at  "  the  morn  in 
russet  mantle  clad,"  now  faintly  making 
visible  the  odds  and  ends  within  his  cham- 
ber. Luke  raised  his  hands  above  his  head, 
gave  two  distinct  yawns,  audibly  "  Blessed 
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his  stars  and  garters !"  and  reluctantly  drew 
his  legs  from  under  the  warm  layers  of  blan- 
kets with  which  they  were  covered.  How  cold 
— how  nipping  was  the  chilling  influence  of 
the  floor  as  he  gently  dropped  a  foot  upon 
it ;  and,  for  a  moment,  Luke  hesitated  to  let 
the  other  follow  in  its  wake.  A  second 
thought,  however,  conquered  the  wavering 
doubt,  and  with  even  a  swagger  of  boldness 
in  his  gait,  he  strode  to  the  window — as  was 
his  wont — to  sniff  the  morning  air,  and 
speculate  upon  the  fair  or  unfair  opening  of 
the  day. 

A  thick  mist  hung  like  a  veil  upon  hill 
and  valley,  and  large  glittering  drops  fell 
from  every  bough  and  twig.  The  eastern 
sky  was  streaked  with  red,  and  the  dusky 
reign  of  darkness  had  given  place  to  the 
heralds  of  a  bright,  bracing,  autumnal  day. 

"  This  will  suit!"  exclaimed  Luke,  after 
a  cautious  peep  at  the  vane  perched  con- 
spicuously on  one  of  the  gable  ends  of  his 
domain  ;    "  this  will  suit   exactly.       Such 
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weather  makes  a  man  sing  like  a  cock  robin," 
and  by  way  of  proving  the  full  extent  of 
his  assertion,  Luke  warbled  one  of  his  favour- 
ite airs  as  he  began  to  encase  his  limbs  in 
their  accustomed  garments. 

"  Dear  Tom  this   brown  jug  which   now  foams  with 
mild  ale. 
In  which  I  will  drink  to  sweet  Kate  of  the  vale. 
Was  once — " 

Luke  broke  abruptly  off  and  began  to 
examine  the  patchwork  of  an  exceedingly 
damaged  stocking. 

"  Upon  my  solemn  affidavit,"  exclaimed 
he,  "  this  is  carrying  domestic  darning  to  a 
stage  beyond  Fiddler's  Green !  Where  the 
creetur  could  begin,  go  on,  or  make  an  end 
on't,  is  a  real  puzzle  to  a  common  brain 
like  mine — very  common  as  must  be  ad- 
mitted— 

«'  Was  once  Toby  Philpot,  a  thirsty  old  soul. 
As  e'er  drank  from  a  tankard  or  fathomed  a  bo-o-1.'' 

Luke  was  dwelling  upon  the  vowels  and 
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rolling  out  the  o's  with  great  effect,  when  a 
shadowy  something  caught  his  eye,  making 
him  start  like  one  amazed  and  stricken  with 
exceeding   wonder. 

"  No,  no,"  he  ejaculated,  drawing  his  fat 
and  chubby  hands  roughly  across  his  brow 
with  melodramatic  effect ;  "  it  can't  he — I  'm 
labouring  under  a  nightmare,  or  the  weight 
of  bad  debts  on  the  tally  slate,  which  is  one 
and  the  same  thing.  But  as  for  that  being 
Jolly  Joe's  good  old  screw  Me-tee-or  ! 
it  can't  be,  and  it  's  a  stoopid  decep- 
tion on  my  own  part  towards  my  fat, 
gummy,  doughy  old  puddin'  i-deas.  People 
may  deceive  me — they  have,  as  the  tally 
slate  can  tell,  the  ungrateful  war  mints ! — 
but  when  I  go  for  to  make  this  addition, 
it 's  stoopid,  right  down  stoopid !  " 

Luke,  as  he  continued  to  rub  his  heavy 
eyelids,  pressed  the  crooked  fastening  to  his 
casement,  and  stretching  his  head  as  far  as 
the  limits  of  his  neck,  and  general  powers 
of  extension  would  permit,  he  peered  through 
h  e  misty  vapour  and  thus  soliloquized. 
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"  I  don't  swear  to  any  very  great  head. 
Pint  may  be  named  as  the  measure  on  that 
score — not  pot.  But  if  I  was  to  give  rope 
to  my  feelings  at  this  moment,  I  could  let 
fly  a  few  particular  full-flavored,  well-corked, 
rum-uns.  I  could,  indeed  !  What  am 
I  trying  to  persuade  myself  I  should 
like  to  know  ?  Is  that  Me-tee-or,  or  is  it  not? 
that  's  the  question.  Well,  having  arrived 
at  these — " 

Luke  Puffy  spake  with  a  savage  gesture. 

"  Bless-ed  four  cross  ways,  I  should  like 
to  arrive  at  something  like  a  conclusion. 
Now  if  it  isn't  Me-tee-or,  it 's  the  closest 
resemblance  to  the  old  original  as  eyes  ever 
beheld.  Then  there  's  the  miller's  cart  as 
a  kind  of  endorser  to  the  supposition,  and  as 
cobler's-wax  to  the  thread  of  one's  argument, 
that  's  Miss  Beans  in  her  Sunday-going 
bonnet.  But  if  more  was  wanting  to  com- 
plete the  bunch  of  eyesight  proof,  there 's  no 
mistaking  the  first  cousin  to  the  devil 
along-side  of  her.     That 's  Pug  in  his  own 
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proper  skin ;  "  and  then  as  if  the  climax  of 
his  speculative  conjectures  had  been  gained, 
Luke  Puffy  repeated,  '^  that 's  Pug  in  his 
own  proper  skin." 

The  cause  of  the  landlord's  astonishment 
had  now  faded  away  in  the  mist  like  a 
ghost;  but  some  minutes  elapsed  before  he 
withdrew  his  eyes  from  the  quarter  whence 
he  last  saw  it. 

"  There  's  a  destiny  in  the  end  of  all 
things,"  resumed  Luke,  moodily.  "A  sort 
of  finish  to  one's  latter  end,  rough  polish  it 
as  we  may !  I  shouldn't  wonder,"  continued 
he,  "  but  that  precious  pair  of  doves,"  and 
Luke  Puffy  doubled  his  fists  with  a  savage 
expression,  ill  adapted  for  the  meekness  of 
his  metaphor,  "  have  robbed  Joe's  do-main, 
and  bolted  with  the  plunder  and  ill-gotten 
gains.  There  's  no  doubt  about  it,  and  I  'm 
the  humble  instrument  in  the  hands  of 
Providence  to  let  justice  slip  on  their  heels 
afore  it 's  too  late." 

Spurred  with  this  thought,  the  landlord 
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of  the  Duck  and  Gridiron  made  quick  des- 
patch with  the  completion  of  his  toilet. 

Descending  hastily  from  his  dormitory, 
he  seized  a  stout  ash  stick,  polished  by  time 
and  friction,  and  with  a  nimble  step  hurried 
forwards  in  the  direction  of  the  miller's 
house. 

"  Some  folks,"  observed  Luke,  communing 
with  himself,  as  he  walked  briskly  along, 
"  are  wise,  and  other  folks  are  other- wise. 
Now  I  don't  mean  to  say  Joe  Beans  is 
exactly  other- wise,  but  then  it  can't  be  said 
that  he  's  sharp.  No,  no,  Joseph  's  a  solid 
right  thinking  man  in  his  way,  but  by  no 
means  sharp,  and  it  will  be  nothing  more 
than  neighbourly  to  lend  him  a  helping  hand 
in  this  business.  I  '11  give  him  mine.  Yes, 
yes,  he  shall  have  Luke  Duffy's,  and  " — and 
the  landlord  winked  to  himself-—"  I  should 
say  that  may  pull  him  through  the  diffi- 
culty. It  may,  although  there  are  two 
kinds  o'  mays — the  may  and  the  may  not," 
and  then  in  admiration  of  his  own  sparkling 
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wit,  he  hallooed,  "famous,  capital,  hear, 
hear  !  The  fact  is,  I  ought  to  have  been 
chairman  to  the  House  of  Commons,  a 
Privy  Councillor,  or  something  o'  that 
sort.  Wouldn't  I  have  kept  'em  on  the 
haw,  haw,  throughout  the  whole  session, 
that  *s  all?  I  'd  tickle  'em  so  as  make  'em 
wote  all  round  my  hat,  on  the  square,  the 
cross,  this  way  and  all  the  t'other.  But 
I  shall  never  have  the  opportunity,"  sighed 
Luke.  "  The  opportunity  's  the  ginger  in 
this  life,  without  which  a  man  can  never 
spice  up  the  liquor  of  success." 

Having  arrived  at  this  trite  conclusion, 
and  the  miller's  garden  gate  at  the  same 
moment,  Luke  made  a  dead  pause  in  his 
speech,  and  began  to  institute  a  searching 
survey  of  the  state  of  his  neighbour's 
premises. 

The  evidence  of  the  flight  was  at  once 
conclusive  in  the  absence  of  Meteor  from  his 
stall,  and  the  door  of  the  house  left  unguarded 
and  still  swinging  upon  its  hinges. 
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"Joe!"  hallooed  the  landlord  at  the  pitch 
of  his  stentorian  lungs,  "  Joe,  I  say.  Are 
you  asleep  in  the  name  of  darkness  ?  If  not, 
arise,  scatter  your  enemies,  and — " 

"  What 's  the  matter?  "  ejaculated  a  voice 
as  a  casement  was  jerked  back.  "  What 's 
the  matter,  eh  ?  " 

"  What 's  the  matter,"  repeated  Luke, with 
something  like  a  sneer  as  he  gazed  at  the 
miller's  countenance.  "  I  'm  not  certain," 
continued  he,  deliberately,  "  but  you  ought 
to  feel  ashamed  o'  yourself,  Joseph  Beans." 

"  I !  me !  "  gasped  Joe,  spasmodically. 
"Why,  what's  the  matter?  What  have  I 
been  a-doing,  or  suspected  of  a-doing,  eh  ? 
Don't  frighten  a  chap,  Luke.  Speak  out. 
Damn  it !  " 

"  Is  that  the  way  you  say  your  prayers  ?" 
inquired  the  landlord,  in  a  desponding  tone 
and  gesture.  "  Upon  my  soul,  Joe,  I  'm 
amazingly  astonished  at  your  proceedings 
taking  them  as  a  batch.  Where  you  expect 
to  go  to  I  can't  think !  " 
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"  But  what 's  the  matter  ?  "  shouted  the 
miller,  flinging  his  nightcap  to  the  ground 
with  an  extraordinary  degree  of  violence. 

"  What  is  the  matter?  What  brought  ye 
here,  man,  at  this  time  o^  day?  " 

"  You  want  the  shaft  shot  clean  out  do 
ye  ?  "  asked  Luke. 

"  Clean  and  to  the  eye,"  boldly  replied 
the  miller. 

"  Then  here 's  at  it !  "  rejoined  Luke, 
drawing  in  his  breath  by  way  of  preparation. 
"  Your  daughter  Sally  has  bolted  with  Pug, 
Me-tee-or,  the  cart,  and — I  daresay — the 
family  plate." 

"  What  ?  "  cried  Joe,  and  the  monosyllable 
as  it  was  delivered  sounded  not  unlike  the 
crack  of  a  whip. 

"  It  may  be  that  I  haven't  stated  the 
particulars  quite  correctly,'^  returned  Luke. 
"  Perhaps  Pug  bolted  with  Sally  and  the 
family  plate,  and  Me-tee-or  with  the  cart; 
but  all  I  've  got  to  say  is,  they  're  gone.  I 
saw  'em  myself,    Joe,  a  bare  three  quarters 
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of  an  hour  ago  pass  the  Duck  and  Gridiron 
cheek  by  jowl." 

"  The  devil ! "  exclaimed  the  miller,  bitterly. 
"  I  thought  I  could  trust  him.  I  thought — 
bad  as  I  knew  him  to  be — his  word  could  be 
depended  on  when  bought.  Oh  Luke  Puify ! 
what  shall  I  do,  what  shall  I  do?  " 

"  Put  on  your  breeches,"  replied  the  land- 
lord; ''  it 's  a  simple  process  enough  an  d 
about  the  best  you  can  adopt  by  way  of  a 
beo;innino^.  We  '11  soon  be  on  their  track  with 
the  best  foot  forwards." 

'•  But  we  can't  beat  the  flash  of  lightning 
with  more  than  an  hour's  start,"  expostu- 
lated Joe. 

"  Pooh !  "  added  Luke.  "  The  race  is  not 
always  to  the  swift.  Put  on  your  breeches." 

With  little  method,  and  a  total  disregard 
of  all  arrangement,  Joseph  Beans  coonnenced 
dressing  himself,  and  in  a  few  seconds  had  so 
far  completed  his  personal  adornment,  that 
he  stood  grasping  the  extended  dexter  hand 
of  Luke  Pufly,  unwashed  and  unshaved. 
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''Before  we  proceed,"  said  the  landlord, 
"  let  us  satisfy  ourselves  about  the  spoons — 
the  family  plate." 

"  Never  mind  the  spoons,"  replied  Joe, 
with  a  sort  of  recklessness  of  manner. 
"Let's  think  of  my  character,  my  good 
name,  Luke.  I  wouldn't  have  my  blood 
— the  blood  of  the  Beans's — puddled 
with  that  Pug's  for  the  county's  worth  of 
wheat." 

"  It  would  prove  a  rum  cross,"  rejoined 
Luke  Puffy,  "  a  very  rum  cross,"  continued 
he.  "  Something,  I  should  say,  between  a 
bull  bitch  and  a  quaker." 

"The  streak  of  lightning's  gone,  eh?" 
observed  the  miller,  thoughtfully. 

"  Me-tee-or's  vanished,"  returned  the  land- 
lord. "  He  's  staring  through  his  bridle  at 
this  particular  moment  on  the  London  high 
road." 

"  Then  v/ho,  how,  or  by  what  possible 
means  are  we  to  get  to  his  head? "  asked 
Joe.  "  We  haven  't  wings  have  we?  "  and  as 


OUR  COUNTY.  237 

he  spoke  he  waved  his  arms  in  derision. 
"  We  are  not  turned  cherubs  all  of  a  sudden 
are  we  ?  Nor  seriphums,  nor  cherry  bums, 
are  we?  Come,  answer  me  that,  Luke; 
answer  me  that." 

"  Perhaps  not,"  replied  the  landlord,  with 
a  gravity  becoming  to  the    subject;  "but 
at  the   same   time,    let    me     inform  you, 
Joseph  Beans,  that  you  appear  to  me  to  be 
getting  among   the  clouds.      When  a  man 
talks  of  wings  and  cherubs,  seriphums  and 
cherrybums,  I  begin  to  feel  myself  at  a  con- 
siderable loss  for  words.     It 's  a  weakness 
which  I  confess,    and  the  line  of  conversa- 
tion doesn't  at  all  agree  with  the  simplicity 
of  my  i-deas.     But  if  you  '11   stick  to  the 
earth,  and  the  things  of  this  earth,  perhaps 
we  may  get  on  by  short  and  easy  stages. 
Now,    as   to    the    possibles   of  gettino-   to 
Me-tee-or's  head,  that 's  a  matter  not  much 
beyond  my  powers  of  comprehension.  Take 
your  stiff  old  blackthorn   stick,    and  we  '11 
trudsfe  it." 
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"What,  to  head  the  Phenomenon?" 
asked  the  miller,  with  elevated  eyebrows. 

"  Aye/'responded  Luke,  confidently, "  and 
head  him  back  too." 

"But  tell  me " 

"  Not  another  word,"  interrupted  Luke, 
with  vehemence.  "  We  've  lost  too  much 
time  already.  Come  along,  and  trust  to  me." 

Without  further  observation,  the  miller 
suffered  himself  to  be  hurried  forwards  by 
the  voluntary  assistance  of  his  companion, 
who,  placing  an  arm  within  his  own, 
dragged  him  after  the  fashion  of  a  strong 
dog  coupled  to  a  weaker. 

For  some  distance — even  past  the  Duck 
and  Gridiron — they  continued  to  stride  for- 
wards in  perfect  silence ;  and,  perhaps,  being 
wearied  with  the  monotony  of  a  still  tongue, 
Joe  ventured  to  remark,  that  "  he  began  to 
feel  uncommon  dry." 

"  Sorrow  always  is,"  replied  Luke,  glanc- 
ing slily  out  of  the  corners  of  his  eyes,  at 
his  companion's  moistened  brow  and  cheeks. 
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'^  Ha  !  "  sighed  Joe,  mournfully.  "  I  'm 
a  man  of  sorrow,  Luke,  a  man  full  to  the 
brim  with " 

"  The  prettiest  tipple  that  was  ever 
squeezed  from  malt  and  hop,"  chimed  in 
the  landlord,  with  a  chuckle. 

*'  Don't  make  light  of  my  troubles,"  re- 
joined the  miller.  "  You  never  was  a 
parent,  Luke ;  you  never  knew  what  it  was 
to  feel  like  a  mother  and  a  father  can  only 
feel." 

"  How  do  you  know  that,  sir  ? "  re- 
turned the  landlord.  "  How  the  devil, 
sir,  can  you  tell  what  my  feelings  may  have 
been  upon  occasions  ?" 

"  Don't  be  immoral,  Luke  Puffy,"  expos- 
tulated Joe.  "  I  'm  not  in  the  vein  for  that 
sort  of  thing.  Over  a  pipe  and  a  glass,  it 's 
all  very  well,  if  wrapped  up  tight  and 
decent;  but  the  same  joke  won't  do  at 
breakfast  time,  let  it  be  never  so  well 
packed." 

''  Who  wants  to  be  immoral?"  asked  the 
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landlord,  in  a  tone  of  indignation.  "  Who 
says  that  Luke  Puffy  wants  to  be  immo- 
ral, he  would  like  to  be  informed  by  the 
earliest  post  ?  " 

''  Not  I,"  replied  the  miller,  beginning  to 
suspect  he  had  gone  a  little  too  far.  "  I  'm 
the  last  man  to  say  any  such  thing." 

"  We  shan  't  fall  out  on  that  score,  then," 
returned  Luke.  "  But  what  have  we  here?  " 
continued  he,  stopping  short  as  they  came 
to  a  sudden  turn  in  the  road.  "  If  my  eyes 
don't  deceive  me,  there  stands  Me-tee-or, 
a-filling  his  ungodly ;"  and  as  he  spoke,  he 
pointed  to  the  grey,  pulling  from  a  clover 
rick  close  to  the  roadside. 

He  was  still  attached  to  the  shafts; 
but,  for  the  better  convenience  of  feed- 
in  o*  at  ease,  the  bridle  had  been  taken 
off,  and  was  hanging  to  the  bearing 
hook. 

"  What,  my  flash  of  gunpowder ! "  ex- 
claimed Joe,  opening  the  gate,  and  walking 
to  the  side  of  his  favourite.     "  What,  my 
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flash  of  gunpowder  !  "  repeated  he,  "  how- 
did  you  come  here,  eh  ?  " 

Meteor  answered  the  question  by  giving 
a  short  neigh. 

*'  Ah !"  ejaculated  the  miller,  patting  his 
neck.     ''Against  your  will,  I  know.'' 

"Just  as  I  thought,"  observed  the  land- 
lord. "  The  absconders,"  continued  he, 
"overtook  Sampson's  waggon  just  about 
this  spot,  disposed  of  Me-tee-or  as  we  now 
find  him,  and  with  the  family  plate  took 
themselves  off  to  London.  But  we  '11  be 
down  upon  'em,"  said  he,  climbing  into  the 
cart,  "  like  a  duck  upon  a  tadpole!" 

With  as  little  delay  as  possible.  Meteor's 
harness  was  adjusted,  and  in  a  few  seconds 
they  were  going  along  gaily  in  pursuit  of 
the  fugitives. 

Sampson's  waggon  might  be  termed  of 
the  heavy  school.  It  was  a  large,  unwieldy, 
hooded  machine,  with  great  broad  wheels, 
which,  notwithstanding  their  breadth  and 
strength,  seemed  scarcely  equal  to  the  load, 
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which  they  invariably  staggered  under.  Six 
large  obese  horses,  two  abreast,  dragged  the 
ponderous  weight  at  a  pace  that,  at  least, 
deserves  to  be  called  steady,  and  the  bells 
tinkling  on  their  heads  gave  a  merry  and 
timely  note  of  their  approach  as  they  n eared 
town  and  village.  For  the  old  original 
London  waggon  was  of  the  greatest  import- 
ance in  our  county,  and  how  that  tall,  ple- 
thoric, round-faced,  dull-eyed  driver,  arrayed 
in  a  smock  frock,  which  he  looked  out  of  as 
from  a  sack,  managed  to  retain  within  his 
memory  all  the  commissions  with  which  he 
was  charged,  was  a  mental  effort  worthy 
of  the  highest  commendation.  For  Sampson 
was  not  gifted  with  the  accomplishments 
of  either  reading,  writing,  or  arithmetic, 
although,  by  the  help  of  his  fingers  and 
thumbs,  he  effected  tolerably  ready  reckon- 
ings and  balancings  of  accounts. 

In  addition  to  every  kind  of  merchandize, 
the  old  original  London  waggon  conveyed 
passengers,  and  the  front  part  designed  for 
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their  accommodation  was  one  of  the  most 
snug  and  cozy  arrangements  possible  to  be 
conceived.     A  heap  of  the  cleanest   straw 
was  spread  by  way  of  a  couch,  on  which 
they  might  recline,  and  the  hood   was  so 
contrived    as   to    fall    and    shut    them  in 
closely  when   the   air  blew  keenly,  or  the 
darkness  of   night  came    on.        Then   the 
horn  lantern  swinging  above   was  lighted, 
and    many  a  joke   and  jest  passed  round, 
and  songs   were  sung,  and  stories  told  as 
the    old   waggon   creaked    slowly    on    its 
journey.     Not  that  Sampson  ever  joined  in 
the  mirth.     That  individual's  brain  was  so 
completely  absorbed  in   contemplating  the 
multifarious  duties  to  the  public,  which  he 
was  always  under  a  strict   engagement  to 
perform,  that  he  never  allowed  anything  else 
to  occupy  his  attention  for  the  briefest  space 
of  time.     Grave  and  thoughtful,  Sampson 
might  always  be  seen  with  the  reins  in  his 
hand,  driving  his  sluggish  team  at  the  same 
pace  the  seasons  round.     He  stopped  at  the 
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same  public-houses,  drank  the  same  quantity 
of  ale,  made  the  same  observations  concern- 
ing the  roads  or  the  weather,  and  in  short, 
yesterday,  to-day,  and  to-morrow  worked  no 
perceptible  alteration  in  Sampson.  His 
thoughts,  words,  and  deeds  were  alike  from 
one  year's  end  to  another. 

With  a  fresh  plucked  daisy  between  his 
lips,  and  his  eyes  fixed  vacantly  on  the  ears 
of  one  of  his  wheelers,  Sampson  was  rumina- 
ting over  the  innumerable  objects  for  his  es- 
pecial achievement,  when  he  was  loudly  sum- 
moned to  stop  from  the  rear  of  the  waggon. 

"  Whoa,"  hallooed  he  to  his  plethoric 
team,  which  obeyed  the  mandate  without 
any  second  order ;  for  if  there  was  anything 
Sampson's  horses  did  with  alacrity,  it  was  in 
coming  to  a  dead  stop.  "  Now  then,"  con- 
tinued he,  "  be  sharp." 

"  As  whetted  sickles,"  replied  Luke  Pufiy, 
stretching  his  thews  and  sinews  to  climb  on 
the  shafts,  while  Joseph  Beans  made  a  similar 
demonstration  on  the  opposite  side. 
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This  unexpected  siege  quite  bewildered 
Sampson,  and  he  turned  his  eyes  from  one 
to  the  other  in  silent  amazement. 

"  You  've  got  some  passengers  I  suppose," 
said  the  miller,  breathless  with  his  exer- 
tions. 

"  Certainly  I  have,  Master  Beans,"  replied 
Sampson,  "but  there  ^s  room  for  more,  mun." 

"  Ho !"  shrieked  a  voice  from  the  interior 
of  the  waggon.  "  Ho,  here  's  my  pa.  Save 
me,  save  me,  Theophilus,  save  me !" 

"  Come,  Sally,"  sternly  cried  her  father,  as 
he  dived  into  the  waggon  and  clutched  her 
by  the  arm,  while  Luke  Puffy  began  to  bind 
her  legs  together  with  his  pocket  handker- 
chief. "  With  all  your  faults  I  never  thought 
to  be  disgraced  by  you  in  this  way." 

"  Ho !"  faintly  repeated  Miss  Beans,  closing 
her  eyes,  "  Ho,  save  me,  Theophilus,  save 
mel" 

But  although  called  in  this  moment  of 
extreme  emergency,  Theophilus  did  not 
make  his  appearance. 
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"  Whoy  zounds !"  ejaculated  Sampson,  "  if 
that  beant  the  miller's  daughter  T' 

"  Didn't  you  know  she  was  here?"  asked 
Luke,  still  occupied  in  shackling  Miss 
Beans's  ancles. 

'^  Noa,"  replied  the  carrier.  "  I  took  up 
a  man  and  a  woman  at  Dawson's  cottage, 
but  unless  it 's  parcels,  I  don't  take  much 
notice  of  passengers.  They  deliver  them- 
selves you  see;  but  parcels  doesn't." 

"And  where 's  the  man?"  inquired  the 
landlord. 

"  Adzooks  if  I  know,"  returned  Sampson, 
making  a  hasty  examination  of  the  waggon  ; 
"  But  he  isn't  here." 

"  Not  here !"  shrieked  Miss  Beans,  re- 
gaining her  energies  with  extraordinary 
rapidity.  "  Not  here !  has  he  given  me 
the  slip?" 

"  So  it  appears,  marm,"  responded  Samp- 
son, turning  over  the  straw  leisurely  with 
his  feet. 

"  Heavenly  powers  that  be !"  exclaimed 
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Sally.  "  I  not  only  gave  him  my  heart  but 
my  poultry  savings." 

*' And  the  spoons?"  said  Luke,  stopping 
in  the  act  of  tying  a  hard  knot. 

"  No,  no,"  hysterically  sobbed  Miss  Beans, 
"not  the  spoons — not  quite  the  spoons. 
But  how  could  he  go?"  continued  she  with 
frantic  gesture.    "  How  could  he  leave  me  ?" 

"  Over  the  tail  board  behind,  marm," 
replied  Sampson,  pointing  to  the  free  egress 
which  might  be  had  in  that  direction. 

"Betrayed !"  screamed  Miss  Beans.  "Lost, 
ruined !" 

"No,  no,  Sally,"  replied  the  miller. 
"  Not  so  bad  as  that  either." 

"  Now,  Sampson,"  observed  the  landlord, 
finishing  his  self-imposed  task  of  fixing  the 
captive's  legs  so  efiectually  that  it  was  quite 
impossible  she  could  have  the  smallest  con- 
trol over  her  locomotive  powers.  "  Now, 
Sampson,"  repeated  he,  "  you  're  used  to 
the  porterage  of  heavy  weights.  Lend  us 
a  hand." 
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"Wouldn't  it  be  more  agreeable,"  sug- 
gested the  carrier,  "to  let  the  young  lady — " 

Miss  Beans  opened  her  eyes  and  smiled 
blandly 

"  To  let  the  young  lady,"  continued 
Sampson,  "  walk  by  herself?  " 

"  Walk  by  herself !"  echoed  Luke. 
"  Hasn't  she  run  away  ?  and  what  do  we  to 
runaways  but  hobble  'em,  eh  ?" 

This  argument  seemed  conclusive,  for 
Sampson  made  no  rejoinder,  and  Miss  Beans 
was  forthwith  shouldered  by  the  stalwart 
carrier,  and  deposited  both  with  care  and 
the  right  side  up  in  her  parent's  cart  hard  by. 

"  What 's  to  pay  ?  "  asked  the  miller. 

Sampson  snapped  a  finger  and  thumb, 
and  strode  away  in  silence. 

Joseph  Beans  seized  the  reins,  gave  the 
word,  and  with  his  head  and  tail  well  up, 
Meteor  bowled  away  as  if  conscious  of  the 
triumph  achieved, 
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CHAPTEE  XV. 

"  Will  fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  full, 
But  write  her  fair  words  still  in  foulest  letters?  " 

"  Nothing  turns  up  trumps,  now  o'  days !" 
said  the  noble  scion  of  the  house  of  Eacket, 
as  he  sat  ruminating  with  a  doleful  visage 
over  the  hard  knocks  and  contusions  with 
which  Fortune  was  continually  visiting  him. 
"  Nothing  turns  up  trumps  now  o'  days !  "re- 
peated he.  "  There 's  my  old  guv'nor  been  on 
the  sink  for  I  don't  know  how  long,  and  yet 
there  he  is  croaking  on,  and  sticking  to  breath 
just  as  if  he  never  meant  to  be  knocked  out 
o'time  between  now  and  everlasting.  There 's 
that  'Torney,  too,  enough  to  make  a  chap  go 
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wild.  What  the  deuce  he  means  by  shirking 
and  humbugging  me  off  about  his  young 
filly  of  a  daughter  I  don't  know,  and  what 's 
more,  can't  make  out.  There 's  no  getting 
him  to  the  scratch,  say  or  do  what  I  will. 
First  she  's  got  a  screw  loose  and  can't  be 
seen  or^chirruped  to.  Then  he  's  out  of  sorts, 
engaged,  gone  from  home,  or  on  the  point  of 
starting,  whenever  I  make  an  entry  on  the 
subject.  It  seems  to  me  as  if  he 's  got  a 
journey  booked,  and  ready  to  be  taken  at  the 
particular  moment  I  'm  going  to  open. 
Blister  my  pasterns !  "  ejaculated  he,  rising 
from  his  seat  and  pacing  the  room  with  a 
hurried  step,  "if  I  stand  this  any  longer. 
The  guv'nor's  not  only  willing,  but  red-hot 
about  the  match,  and  I  shouldn't  wonder  if 
he  came  down  with  a  little  of  the  ready,  if 
only  brought  off  on  the  square.  And  here 
am  I,"  whined  Jack,  "  so  dreadfully  hard 
up  for  the  mopusses  that  I  don't  know  what 
to  do.  It's  real  downright  harrowing  to  one's 
feelings !  " 
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Jack  Racket  sighed,  buried  his  hands 
deeper  in  his  pockets,  shook  his  head,  and 
then  continued: 

"  'Torney  knows  I  must  have  all  the  plun- 
der— knows  it  because  he  made  the  will,  or 
the  last  dying  speech  and  confession,  as  larky 
Bob  called  his  maternal  uncle's — and  yet  he 
hangs  off  the  pole,  somehow,  as  if  he  wasn't 
over  sweet  on  the  matter.  There  can't 
be  any  robbery  up  can  there?"  said  he, 
with  a  sudden  suspicion  flashing  through 
his  brain.  "  No,  no,"  he  continued  after  a 
pause,  "  that  's  impossible.  The  guv'nor 
would  scratch  his  name  to  only  what  he 
could  read,  and  so  I  needn't  have  the 
dreads  about  that.  He  wouldn't  let  his 
offspring  be  put  in  the  hole.  The  artful  old 
snake  wouldn't  let  his  offspring  be  put  in 
the  hole,  I  know,"  and  with  this  satisfactory 
reflection  Jack  Racket  recovered  from  the 
transient  effect  of  his  mistrust.  "  And  yet 
I  can't  arrive  at  anything  like  a  why  for 
'Torney's  shuffle,"  resumed  he.     "  There  's 
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some  artful  trick  on  the  cards,  or  else  he  *s 
playing  a  game  of  his  own,  which  may  turn 
up  all  right  and  lead  into  my  hand  in  the 
end.  Shouldn't  wonder  if  this  isn't  the 
nick  after  all.  'Torney  's  as  deep  as  a  well 
and  brings  everything  round  to  serve  his 
own  purpose,  just  as  if  he  was  the  very  devil 
himself!  The  filly  may  want  nicer  handling 
than  I  know  of,  and  to  get  her  off  the  old 
drag  before  laying  her  on  the  new  may 
require  particular  management.  It  's  no 
use  a-putting  too  sharp  bits  in  tender 
mouths,"  said  Jack,  with  a  sage  wink. 
"  They  can't  face  'em.  Then  again,  if  you 
use  a  snaffle  when  you  should  use  a  curb, 
you  might  as  well  pull  at  a  tree.  It  takes 
good  judgment  to  bit  a  woman,  as  well  as  a 
horse,  if  you  want  her  to  go  to  the  collar 
free  and  handsome.  'Torney  may  be  work- 
ing on  the  square  after  all,  and  biding  time 
and  the  chance  for  bringing  the  event  off 
well  and  winning.  The  gal,  perhaps,  doesn't 
know  what  a  jolly  cut  of  fat  luck    she  's 
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got  in  the  opportunity  of  becoming  Missis 
Jack  Racket,  and  it   doesn't  follow  if  she 
did,  but  what  the  jade  might  kick  and  jib 
provided  there  's  anything  of  the  spoony 
still  left  in  her.     That  amazing  soft,  young, 
and  nearly  related  sprig  of  the  families  of 
the  Flatman  and  Greenhorns,  has  soaped  her 
down  I  dare  say  in  their  evening  rambles 
together,  and  made  her  feel  like  a  Michaelmas 
flea  all  in  a  twitter.     But  that  cock  won't 
fight.  Sir  Edward  Warren.     Let  me  inform 
you.  Sir  Edward  Warren,"  said  Jack,  wag- 
ging his  head  at  a  chair  as  if  the  object  of 
his  remark  was  before  him,  "  that  cock  wont 
fight.     'Torney  knows  the  value  of  a  man 
with  money  and  the  value  of  a  man  without. 
Now,   I  'm  one  and  you  're  the  other  one, 
which  makes  a  considerable    difference  in 
the  market.     I  'm  at  what  they  call  a  pre- 
mium, d'  ye  see,  and  you  are  at  what '  they 
call  a   discount.        It  's  surprising  to  an 
innocent  mind  what  a  re-markable  distinc- 
tion this  state  of  things  makes  in  the  scale. 
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"  It  's  a  horse  to  a  hay-seed  all  the 
world  over.  A  man  has  no  weight  when 
his  gold  's  gone.  Ha,  ha,  ha  1"  laughed  Jack, 
"it  quite  tickles  one  to  see  a  poor  devil 
shoved  along  after  his  money  's  gone.  He 
hasn't  much  rest  in  this  world,  whatever 
he  may  get  in  the  next.  Keep  him  moving. 
That  's  your  time  o'  day !  Chink- wink  'em- 
along." 

By  this  time  Jack  had  lost  all  appearance 
of  depression,  and  throwing  himself  into  a 
sparring  attitude,  he  expressed  an  opinion 
of  being  able  to  give  any  twelve  stone  man 
in  England  as  pretty  a  licking  within  twenty 
minutes,  as  he  could  possibly  wish  to  re- 
ceive. 

"  When  you  've  done  with  that  nonsense," 
said  a  hoarse  voice,  close  to  his  elbow, 
perhaps  you  '11  listen  to  what  I  've  got  to 
say." 

Jack  turned  short  round  upon  his  heel, 
and  wished  to  know  if  he  could  accommo- 
date the  speaker  with  a  round. 
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"  Upon  my  soul,  Betty/'  said  he,  making 
the  old  woman  start  back,  as  his  clenched 
fist  came  with  a  sudden  thrust  close  to  the 
end  of  her  nose  ;  "I  could  spoil  your  pre- 
cious beauty  with  very  little  remorse,  I 
could,  indeed !  It  may  not  be  polite  to  say 
so,"  continued  he,  squaring  his  arms  in  a 
threatening  posture;  "but  to  give  ye  an 
upper  cut  on  the  conk,  and  to  raise  a  mouse 
on  your  dexter  ogle,  would  be  a  sort  of 
reviver  to  my  spirits.  The  day  would  pass 
more  pleasantly,  so  to  speak." 

"  Come,"  retorted  the  nurse,  darting  an 
angry  and  malignant  glance  at  Jack.  "  I  'm 
not  here  for  your  sport." 

"  Oh,  yes,  but  you  are,  my  primrose," 
rejoined  Jack;  "you  're  here,  as  I  '11  prove, 
for  the  particular  sport,  pastime,  and  recre- 
ation of  a  slap  up  gentleman.   Can  ye  dance  ?" 

"  Dance !"  rejoined  the  hag ;  "  there 's  one 
spot  I  could  dance  upon,  old  as  I  am." 

"Where's  that?"  inquired  Jack;  "out 
with  it." 
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''  Your  grave,"  returned  she,  stretching 
forth  her  long  and  fleshless  arms,  and 
shaking  them  above  her  head;  "your 
grave." 

"  That  's  a  nice  cheerful  sort  of  place  for 
a  reel,"  added  Jack,  in  a  bantering  tone; 
"  but  as  I  sha'n't  have  the  chance  of  seeing 
whether  you  can  skip  lively  there,  hang  me, 
but  I  '11  see  what  you  can  do  here.  Now," 
said  he,  seizing  her  roughly  round  the  waist, 
"  off  you  go.     Jack  's  alive !" 

With  a  grip,  however,  which  sent  the 
blood  purple  to  his  cheeks  and  lips,  she 
fixed  her  fingers  deeply  in  his  throat,  and 
after  shaking  him  like  a  dog  shakes  a  rat, 
she  flung  him  staggering  into  a  chair,  and 
stood  glaring  at  him  with  fiery  eyeballs  and 
a  heaving  chest. 

"  Touch  me  again,"  she  hissed  between 
her  clenched  teeth,  "  and  I  'U  tear  your  black 
heart  out.    Touch  me  again " 

"  Devil  a  bit,"  gasped  Jack,  rubbing  his 
throat.      "  It 's  a    moral    certainty,    Miss 
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Elizabeth,  that  I  shall  not  touch  you  again. 
Upon  my  soul,"  continued  he,  with  a  rueful 
countenance,  "never  had  such  a  squeeze 
in  my  born  days  before !  A  little  more  and 
I  should  have  been  an  inquest — a  passenger 
for  the  cold  meat  cart." 

"  Take  heed  it 's  not  from  a  similar  pain 
you  die,"  rejoined  she.  "  Many,  aye  many,  a 
better  man's  soul  has  been  sent  quivering 
from  life  from  a  squeeze  round  the  throat." 

"  With  a  hempen  collar,  you  mean,"  re- 
turned Jack,  still  chafing  his  wounds. 

"  The  noose  and  gibbet  is  what  I  mean," 
added  she;  "  take  care  they're  not  in  store 
for  you — for  you,  John  Racket." 

*'  Come,  come,"  said  he,  beginning  to  feel 
his  limbs  tremble  and  his  tongue  cleave 
feverishly  to  his  mouth  ;  "  don't  talk  in  that 
manner,  good  Elizabeth.  I  can't  bear  such 
light  literature.  Upon  my  davy  it  makes 
one  think  of  the  Newgate  calendar,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing  !  " 

"  Let  the  thought  govern  the  deed,"  was 
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her  reply,  and  then  raising  a  hand  and  shak- 
ing a  forefinger  admonishingly,  she  said, 
"  Be  warned  while  there 's  time." 

"  I  will,**  returned  Jack,  with  unaffected 
seriousness.  "  I  '11  take  particular  regard  of 
that  invaluable  wrinkle." 

"  Then  now  listen  to  another,"  continued 
she,  "  which  may  concern  you  quite  as  much. 
He  's  worse." 

"Who?"  briefly  asked  Jack.  "Who, 
good  Elizabeth?" 

Betty  pointed  in  silence  to  the  ceiling 
above   her  head. 

"  Guv'nor"  shouted  he,  jumping  from  his 
chair. 

The  nurse  gave  a  significant  nod  with  her 
lips  fixed  together,  as  she  narrowly  eyed  the 
flushed  countenance,  and  staring  eyeballs  of 
her  companion. 

"  You  don't  say  so,"  continued  he,  clasp- 
ing the  palms  of  his  hands  together,  and  rub- 
bing them  briskly.  "  You  don't  say  so, 
Betty.     Is  he — is  he  so  much  worse?" 
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"  Much,"  replied  she. 

**  It's  none  of  his  foxy  come-over-us  f " 

Betty  shook  her  head. 

"  Hah !"  sighed  Jack,  with  a  long  drawn 
breath,  "  we  must  all  go  some  day  or  other 
to  wherever-it-may-be,  from  which  never  a 
mother's  son  ever  hark'd  back  upon.  The 
parsons  tell  us  that  you  know,  Betty." 

"  He  wants  a  parson,"  rejoined  she,  in  a 
shrewd  mysterious  manner,  ''  and  told  me 
to  ask  you  to  go  for  one." 

"  Wants  a  parson !"  repeated  Jack,  drop- 
ping his  under  jaw  and  raising  his  eyebrows. 
''What  for?" 

"  To  whine  his  last  gabble  to,"  she  replied, 
placing  her  lean  arms  akimbo,  and  swaying 
her  head  from  side  to  side.  "  To  squeak 
about  what  he  ought  to  have  done,  and  what 
he  ought  not  to  have  done,  when  it 's  too 
late,  John  Racket,  for  himself  ;  but  when  it 
may  be  " — she  paused  as  she  spoke,  and  drop- 
ped her  voice  to  a  loud  audible  whisper — 
''  too  early  for  you  and  I." 
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**  You're  a  deep  un !"  shouted  Jack,  "  and 
so  am  I.  You  're  a  bless-ed  artful  old  trump, 
and — in  a  general  way — I  'm  a  blessed er. 
But  just  at  this  moment,  Miss  Elizabeth,  you 
have  the  advantage  of  my  varnish,  and  take 
the  shine  out  o'  me  altogether.  Politely 
speaking,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  That  we  must  have  no  parson  here,"  she 
rejoined.  "  Let  him  beg,  crave,  beseech, 
swear,  threaten — do  anything,  we  must  have 
no  parson  here.  His  will 's  made ;  but  while 
he  has  breath  and  sense,  he  can  unmake. 
Think  of  that  John  Racket,  he  can  unmake^ 
I  tell  ye." 

"  And  in  his  present  soft,  spongy  humour, 
it  mightn't  suit  our  books,  eh  ?" 

"Nor  would  it,"  added  Betty.  "Nor 
would  it,"  repeated  she.  "  He  is  now  whim- 
pering about  the  ways  and  means  by  which 
he  became  so  rich — declares  that  you  will 
waste  all — thinks  he  'd  better  leave  it  to  an 
hospital." 

"  An  hospital !  "  interrupted  Jack,  with  a 
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shriek,  "Oh!  my  eyes  and  limbs,  Betty,  get 
some  brandy  and  water — and  very  little 
water,  or  I  shall  go  off  in  a  fit.  An  hospital ! 
Oh !  if  I  couldn't  sit  upon  his  features,  and 
smother  the  very  thought.  I  could,  I  give 
you  my  solemn  word  of  honour,  son  as  I  am, 
I  could  sit  upon  his  features,  till  the  last 
morsel  of  breath  was  pumped  out  of  his  body.'' 

"  I  thought  it  better  to  let  you  know,"  ob- 
served the  hag. 

"  Thank  you,  thank  you  kindly,  good 
Elizabeth,"  replied  he.  "  Virtue  sha'n't  go 
unrewarded.  I  'm  the  heir  at  law  you  know, 
and  must  have  all;  but  you  shall  have  an 
amazing  slice.  Parsons !  Hospitals !  Oh ! 
what  a  spasm  I  've  got !  " 

"  Then  you  '11  not  go  for  a  parson,"  she 
rejoined  interrogatively,  "if  he  wheedles  his 
hardest  ?  " 

"  Catch  me,  that 's  all !  "  replied  Jack,  with 
a  wink. 

"  He  '11  beg  from  now  to  his  dying  mo- 
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''  Let  him." 

"  He  '11  rave  perhaps,  and  call  down  curses 
upon  your  head." 

"  Let  him." 

"He  may  shriek  in  the  agony  of  his 
unshriven  soul." 

"Let  him;  but  we  11  have  no  parsons 
here,  Betty.  No  parsons  here,"  said  he,  ex- 
ultingly. 

"  I  find  you  as  I  thought  I  should,"  re- 
plied Betty,  rising  from  her  chair,  "  firm  as 
myself.  As  you  ought  to  be,"  she  added, 
sliding  with  her  slip- shod  feet  out  of  the 
room — "  as  you  ought  to  be  " — she  stopped 
at  the  door,  and  after  a  pause  chuckled,  "  if 
there  's  any  truth  in  breedin'." 

"  Truth  in  breeding!  "  repeated  Jack. 
"  What  do  you  mean?  " 

"  Ah!  "  ejaculated  she,  in  the  same  tone, 
"  what  do  I  mean,  what  do  I  mean?  "  and 
turning  round  hurried  away. 

"  That 's  a  queer  cross,"  remarked  Jack, 
musingly,  after  Betty's  departure.     "  A  very 
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queer  cross  indeed.  The  old  spider  has  her 
wits  about  her  though,  and  is  up  to  a  trick 
or  two.  Parsons!  Hospital!  Oh!  what 
a  get  off  !  "  and  cutting  a  caper,  he  vaulted 
over  the  back  of  a  chair  in  the  exuberance, 
and  buoyancy  of  his  exalted  spirits. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

"This  battle  fares  like  to  the  morning's  war, 
When  dying  clouds  contend  with  growing  light; 
"What  time  the  shepherd,  blowing  of  his  nails, 
Can  neither  call  it  perfect  day  nor  night." 

The  first  faint  streaks  of  light  had  just 
streaked  the  east,  when  Robin  the  mole- 
catcher,  accompanied  by  his  spaniel  Trump, 
took  his  way  towards  the  stream  winding 
through  the  valley  close  to  farmer  Stockley's 
homestead.  In  well  chosen  spots,  the  expert 
snarer  of  bird,  beast,  and  fish  had  dropped 
his  night  lines,  and  seldom  was  it  that  the 
rude  basket  slung  between  his  shoulders  held 
less  than  a  profitable  return  for  his  labours 
at  the  termination  of  all  such  expeditions. 
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By  the  side  of  the  water,  which  broke  with 
an  angry  noise  against  the  gnarled  roots  of 
overhanging  alders,  and  whirled  into  foam- 
ing eddies  as  it  dashed  by  the  side  of  the 
stepping  stones  at  the  ford,  Robin  and  his 
companion  held  their  course  in  silence.  Al- 
beit the  footfall  of  neither  was  audible  as 
they  brushed  the  dew  from  the  greensward, 
the  water-rat  skipped  nimbly  to  his  burrow 
in  the  bank  as  they  approached,  and  the 
watchful  heron  rose  with  stately  wing  from 
the  shallow. 

"  Tis  the  early  bird  that  gets  the  worm," 
observed  Robin,  as  he  watched  the  heron 
soar  aloft  and  sail  away  rapidly  down  the 
wind.  "  And  the  like  rule,"  continued  he, 
"  I  suppose  applies  to  your  morning  meal. 
No  matter.  Live  and  let  live  's  my  motto, 
eh,  Trump?" 

Trump,  ready  and  eager  as  he  was  at  all 
times  to  coincide  with  the  sentiments  of  his 
master,  could  not  sacritice  his  freedom  of 
opinion  to  such  an   extravagant  length  as 
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this.  Considering  that  Robin  was  daily 
employed  in  trapping,  snaring,  netting,  or 
catching  by  some  means  or  other,  the  deni- 
zens of  the  wood,  field,  and  stream,  it  was 
rafther  more  than  an  honestly  disposed  dog 
could  be  expected  to  agree  to,  and  so  he 
plainly  intimated  by  maintaining  a  strict,  if 
not  surly  silence  upon  the  subject. 

Upon  arriving  at  a  sudden  bend  in  the 
stream,  and  where  the  water  widened  into  a 
deep  pool  flanked  by  beds  of  tall  waving 
sedges,  Eobin  stooped,  and  drawing  out  a 
forked  peg  drove  firmly  into  the  bank,  began 
to  draw  in  his  first  set  line.  Scarcely,  how- 
ever, had  his  experienced  fingers  touched  it, 
than  a  shake  of  the  head  proclaimed  the  hook 
held  nothing.  Another  was  tried,  and  then 
another;  but  each  proved  as  blank  as  the 
first.  Eobin  examined  the  baits;  but  they 
were  untouched. 

"  It  's  very  singular,"  observed  Robin, 
communing  with  himself  as  he  lifted  his 
moleskin  cap,  and  scratched  the  back  part  of 
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his  head.  "  I  never  drew  two  score  lines 
without  a  fish,  large  or  small,  in  my  life 
before." 

Trump  could  vouch  for  this  fact  in  all 
experiments  of  the  kind  which  he  had  parti- 
cipated in,  and  so  he  at  once  affirmed  by  a 
vigorous  wag  of  the  tail.  Wondering  at 
the  cause  of  the  failure,  and  almost  doubt- 
ing the  evidence  of  his  own  senses,  Robin 
proceeded  to  take  up  the  remainder  of  the 
lines,  which  to  the  last  held  no  prize  of  the 
finny  tribe. 

It  was  a  marvel — a  source  of  the  deepest 
astonishment  both  to  Robin  and  Trump. 

"Well!"  ejaculated  the  molecatcher. 
'*  This  outwits  me  altogether.  Not  an  eel 
— not  even  a  minnow." 

Scarcely,  however,  had  Robin  been  deli- 
vered of  this  exclamation  of  surprise,  than 
something  at  his  foot  attracted  his  attention, 
which  at  once  appeared  to  throw  a  powerful 
light  towards  the  elucidation  of  the  opaque 
mystery. 

N  2 
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On  the  slope  of  the  bank  laid  the  remains 
of  a  fine  speckled  trout  eaten  to  the  vent, 
and  as  Robin  darted  a  glance  upon  the  ooze, 
a  few  feet  lower  down,  his  conjecture  was 
confirmed  by  seeing  certain  prints  which  he 
at  once  knew  were  the  fresh  seals  of  the  ball- 
footed  otter. 

"  No,"  observed  Robin,  taking  up  the  re- 
mains of  the  trout  and  looking  at  the  jagged 
impression  left  by  the  enemy's  teeth,  "  we 
can't  fish  in  company.  I  could  have  guessed 
a  cause  like  this,  if  I  'd  but  trundled  the 
matter  twice  over  in  my  brain.  My  lines 
might  as  well  have  been  set  in  a  sandpit." 

Trump,  at  this  juncture,  began  to  exhibit 
the  most  lively  emotions.  With  his  nose  to 
the  ground  and  eagerly  sniffing  as  he  dashed 
forward,  he  was  evidently  on  the  drag  of 
the  otter ;  and  such  was  its  freshness  that  in 
a  few  seconds  he  had  his  head  up  like  a 
hound  when  running  from  scent  to  view, 
and  rattled  along  at  his  best  pace,  but  with 
a  tongue  as  mute  as  the  grave. 
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A  shrill  whistle,  however,  stopped  him  as 
short  in  his  course  as  if  a  check  string  had 
been  jerked  at  his  neck.  The  whistle  was 
repeated  and  Trump  retraced  his  footsteps 
with  the  meekest  of  meek  deportments.  His 
sudden  and  wild  excitement  became  subdued 
on  the  instant,  and  as  if  conscious  of  a 
breach  of  discipline  of  the  greatest  magni- 
tude, he  crawled  with  bent  limbs  along  the 
ground,  and  slunk  to  the  heels  of  his  mas- 
ter with  blinking  eyelids,  and  all  the  out- 
ward signs  of  inward  and  deep  contri- 
tion. 

"•  I  believe  it,"  said  Robin,  regarding  the 
crouching  culprit  with  a  steadfast  and  re- 
proachful gaze.  ''  I  believe  it,"  repeated  he, 
"  because  my  eyes  don't  often  make  a  mis- 
take. And  so  because  it  was  what  any 
French  poodle  or  cur  could  do,  to  run  such 
a  drag  clean  to  the  holt,  you  must  up  with 
your  nose  and  shew  me  how  clever  it  is  to 
stoop  and  pick  up  nothing.  You  may  well 
feel  ashamed  o'  yourself!  " 
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Trump  did  look  ashamed  of  himself,  and 
evinced  his  shame  by  licking  the  very  heels 
of  his  master. 

"  We  all  want  forgiveness,  even  the  best 
of  us,"  continued  Eobin,  smiling  as  he  stroked 
the  head  of  his  favourite,  "and  in  my 
opinion,  Trump,  if  the  sins  of  mankind 
were  repented  of  with  as  much  honesty  of 
purpose  as  this  fault  is  by  you — old  trust- 
worthy— there  would  be  little  to  fear  when 
the  accounts  are  balanced  for  good  and  for 
evil." 

This  prosy  delivery  was  rather  beyond 
Trump's  canine  understanding ;  but  he  per- 
fectly comprehended  the  most  important 
part  of  it,  in  his  being  reinstated  in  the 
good  opinion,  confidence,  and  affection  of 
his  master. 

"  Come,"  said  the  mole-catcher,  "  we  '11 
take  advantage  of  what  we  know — there  's 
nothing  like  that.  Trump  " — continued  he 
by  way  of  a  parenthesis.  "  There  's  nothing 
like  taking  advantage  of  what  we  know,  one 
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who  doesn't  do  that  may  be  considered  in 
the  light  of  a  double-distilled  nincompoop. 
Time,  experience — the  hard-earned  lessons 
taught  by  life,  Trump — are  the  means  by 
which  those  who  inwardly  digest  them,  learn 
how  to  live  when  others  grind  their  teeth 
instead  of  bread." 

Trump  threw  himself  upon  his  back  and 
rolled  in  perfect  ec Stacy  at  this  undeniable 
doctrine. 

The  thin,  blue,  vapour  began  now  to  curl 
above  farmer  Stockley's  roof,  shewing  that 
the  inmates  within  that  very  hive  of  in- 
dustry were  afoot,  and  that  the  labours  of 
the  day  had  begun  betimes.  The  father  of 
the  poultry  yard,  (known  by  the  patriarchal 
name  of  Jeremiah)  had  scarcely  shouted  his 
defiance  in  the  presence  of  his  submissive 
wives  and  helpless  chickens,  and  being  with- 
out a  rival  to  dispute  his  despotic  sway 
within  his  dominions,  acted  like  an  autocrat, 
when  Robin  entered  the  court  and  en- 
countered the  farmer  just  on  the  point  of 
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setting  out  to  count  his  flock  and  herd,  as  a 
preliminary  work  of  the  day. 

'*  What,  Eobin,  lad  !  "  exclaimed  he,  in  a 
strong,  hearty  voice;  "how  runs  the  fish 
this  morning?" 

"  Light  enough,"  replied  the  molecatcher, 
lifting  his  cap  respectfully;  "light  enough, 
farmer  Stockley." 

"  What,  they  're  small,  eh?  No  matter," 
continued  he ;  "  tell  them  to  broil  a  brace 
or  two  of  your  best,  and  we  '11  see,  by  an' 
by,  how  they  swim  in  a  stoop  of  ale." 

"  The  stoop  of  ale  with  all  my  heart,"  re- 
joined Eobin,  smiling ;  "  but  the  fish  must 
be  for  a  measure  yet  deeper  in  the  butt." 

"What,  a  blank?"  asked  the  farmer, 
peeping  into  the  pannier  slung  over  the 
molecatcher's  shoulders;  "a  blank,"  con- 
tinued he,  "  as  I  live  to  say  so." 

Without  leaving  the  farmer  to  speculate 
upon  the  causes  of  such  an  unprecedented 
effect  as  the  total  emptiness  of  his  capacious 
creel,  Robin  at   once  informed  him  of  the 


OUR    COUNTY.  273 

success  of  his  far  more  expert  adversary, 
the  otter,  and  the  little  chance  he  stood  for 
a  catch  of  any  sort,  while  such  an  opponent 
disputed  the  stream  with  him. 

"  His  skin  will  soon  be  more  valuable  to 
you  than  to  him,"  said  the  farmer,  laughing. 
"  His  chance  is  a  bad  one  now,  I  warrant." 

**  I  could  trap  him,"  replied  Robin;  "  for 
it  ^s  a  dog  otter,  I  know  by  the  breadth 
of  his  seal — with  as  much  ease  as  trapping 
a  want ;  but,  as  he  's  a  sure  find,  I  thought 
it  might  afford  some  sport  to  get  a  scratch 
pack  and  run  him." 

"A  good  thought!"  ejaculated  the  farmer. 
'  A  famous  thought,"  continued  he,  warming 
on  the  proposition.  **  I  remember  when 
a  boy — a  good  many  long  years  ago  now, 
neighbour — ^joining  in  a  bit  of  sport  of  the 
kind  with  the  late  Sir  Edward ;  and  I  think  I 
see  him  now  jumping  up  to  his  chin  into  the 
water,  and — talking  of  that,"  said  he,  flying 
off  at  an  angle,  "  I  shouldn't  wonder  but 
Sir  Edward  himself  would  like  to  know  of 
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this,  and  perhaps  undertake  the  whole  ar- 
rangement. Two  or  three  couple  of  his 
old  fox  hounds,  with  a  terrier  or  two,  would 
make  the  best  pack  for  us." 

"  That  they  would,"  rejoined  the  mole- 
catcher;  "and  as  he  loves  sport  of  all  kinds, 
I  shouldn't  wonder  but  he  'd  enter  into  this 
with  all  his  heart." 

"  We  '11  give  him  the  opportunity  at  any 
rate,"  returned  farmer  Stockley.  "I  '11 
mount  Buttercup  and  jog  to  the  Grange 
without  the  loss  of  a  moment." 

"  The  less  time  lost  the  better,"  added 
Robin.  ^'  We  should  begin  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible." 

"  Then  get  thee  inside,  lad,"  said  the  far- 
mer, "  and  see  what  the  dame's  larder  will 
afford,  while  I  start  on  my  errand." 

Nothing  loth,  the  molecatcher  and  Trump 
crossed  the  hospitable  threshold  with  keen 
appetites,  and  feelings  hostile  only  to  the 
particular  part  of  the  establishment  referred 
to. 
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The  good  cheer  set  before  Robin  by  dame 
Stockley's  command  had  been  done  ample 
justice  to,  when  the  farmer  returned  in  a 
feverish  state  of  bustle  and  excitement,  and 
announced  that  Sir  Edward,  the  hounds, 
terriers,  Tom  Piper,  Pug,  and  Frank  Martin 
were  then  on  their  way  to  Willow  Ford, 
where  they  were  to  join  them. 

"  Take  your  breakfast  first,  Harry,"  said 
dame  Stockley,  "or  you  '11  get  the  wind  in 
your  stomach." 

"  Pooh,  pooh ! "  replied  he,  "  it  will  set 
light  enough  if  I  do.     Come  along,  Robin." 

**  Don't  be  irreligious,"  rejoined  the  dame, 
closing  her  eyes  with  a  reproachful  expres- 
sion ;  "  don't  be  irreligious  and  talk  of  the 
wind  in  that  manner.     Eat  your  breakfast." 

There  was  no  time  for  discussion,  and 
therefore,  to  make  a  sort  of  compromise  of 
the  matter,  he  cut  a  thick  slice  from  the  loaf 
at  hand,  and  placing  upon  it  a  correspond- 
ing piece  of  pork,  hurried  out  to  masticate 
both  on  his  journey  to  Willow  Ford. 
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Quick  as  had  been  the  farmer's  move- 
ments, our  hero  with  his  hounds  and  ser- 
vants were  there  before  him.  Pug,  as  usual, 
had  stretched  himself  on  the  ground,  and 
Tom  Piper  and  Frank  Martin  stood  weigh- 
ing the  probabilities  of  the  find  and  the 
finish  to  a  sport  so  novel  to  all  about  to  be 
engaged  in  it. 

'*  It  matters  not  what  it  is,"  observed 
Tom,  folding  his  arms,  and  looking  w4th  the 
greatest  admiration  at  the  three  couple  of 
hounds  grouping  about  the  feet  of  their 
master  a  little  in  the  foreground ;  "let  them 
but  know  what  you  want  of  'em,  and  they  '11 
do  it  as  certain  as  my  godfathers  and  god- 
mothers gave  me  the  apostle's  name  of 
Thomas.  They're  ready  for  anything,  from 
an  ear- wig  to  a  unicorn." 

"And  yet  they  are  not  what  you  call 
wild,"  remarked  Frank. 

"  Not  the  shade  of  a  thought  of  wildness 
or  riot  in  a  single  hackle  belonging  to  'em," 
rejoined   Tom.     "  Draw  for  a  fox,  they  '11 
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find,  run,  and  kill  him.  Lay  'em  on  a  drag, 
and  they  '11  stick  to  it.  Only,  as  I  said  be- 
fore, give  those  old  seasoned  hounds,  bred  as 
they  are,  and  disciplined  as  they  have  been, 
to  understand  the  particular  kind  of  work 
you  want,  and  they  're  steady  to  the  call,  from 
mouse-hunting  to  bull-baiting.  It 's  always 
so,"  continued  he,  "with  such  blood  and 
mettle  as  they  're  made  of.  Nothing  comes 
amiss." 

Farmer  Stockley  and  Eobin  now  arrived, 
and  the  latter  was  at  once  questioned  by  Sir 
Edward  as  to  the  probability  of  the  otter 
being  up  or  down  the  stream. 

"  If  Trump  may  be  depended  on.  Sir 
Edward,"  replied  the  molecatcher,  "and  I 
think  he  may,"  continued  he,  looking  at  his 
dog  with  confidence,  "  we  must  draw  up  the 
stream." 

"  And  that  will  give  us  the  wind,"  re- 
joined Sir  Edward.  "  Come,  we  '11  soon  hit 
him  off." 

Proceeding  along  the  bank  and  encourag- 
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ing  the  hounds  to  hunt  as  they  went,  Sir 
Edward  used  his  best  energies  to  make  them 
comprehend  the  business  of  the  day,  but 
they  did  httle  else  than,  after  stooping  their 
dew-lapped  muzzles  among  the  tall  rank 
grass  and  sedges  growing  on  the  sides,  look 
inquiringly  in  his  face  and  wave  their  sterns. 
Trump  and  Nip,  however — for  Pug's  ill- 
favoured  and  waspish  cur  formed  one  of  the 
pack — vied  with  each  other  in  their  endea- 
vours to  find  anything  and  everything 
which  might  be  secreted  in  the  land  or  in 
the  water.  Now  dashing  among  the  patches 
of  thick  rushes,  and  springing  the  moor- 
hen from  her  retreat  ;  then  tearing  away 
at  a  rat's  hole  and  assigning  to  themselves 
an  extraordinary  degree  of  superfluous 
labour ;  pulling  with  might  and  main  at 
the  bared  roots  of  overhanging  trees,  and  the 
scratciiing  and  digging  in  every  nook,  corner, 
and  cranny,  they  seemed  united  in  the  re- 
solve to  let  not  even  a  frog  or  tadpole  escape 
their  diligent  and  intricate  search. 
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"  I  shouldn^t  like  to  be  a  varmint,  large 
or  small,"  remarked  Pug,  striding  along  like 
a  pair  of  huge  scissors,  ''  and  rely  on  a 
lurk  for  escape.  They  'd  unkennel  a  gnat 
if  so  be  he  wasn't  buzzing  on  the  wing." 

"  We  mustn't  depend  upon  the  hounds 
for  a  find,"  said  Frank  Martin,  "  whatever 
they  may  do  in  the  run.     That 's  certain." 

"  Wait  a  bit,"  returned  Tom  Piper,  to 
whom  the  fact  that  Nip  and  Trump  should 
be  considered  as  sharers — much  less  take  a 
leaditig  position  in  the  sport — was  anything 
but  a  circumstance  to  be  tolerated.  "  Wait 
a  bit,"  replied  he,  with  a  flourish.  "  Those 
are  hounds,  remember  " — and  he  laid  a 
powerful  stress  upon  the  word  hounds — "  not 
turnspits." 

Pug  dived  both  hands  deeply  in  the 
pockets  of  his  breeches,  and  glancing  out  of 
the  corners  of  his  eyes  at  the  molecatcher's 
features,  saw  that  his  cheeks  had  become 
tinged  with  a  sudden  flush. 
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"  Not  turnspits,"  muttered  Robin. 
"  Humph !"  and  from  the  motion  of  his  lips 
he  appeared  to  be  repeating  these  objec- 
tionable words  for  some  seconds. 

"  Yoo-it,  lads  1"  cried  Sir  Edward,  gently 
waving  a  hand  towards  the  sloping  verge 
of  the  river.  "  Yoo-it,  Rattler.  Yoo-it,  boy. 
Wind  him  and  at  him,  Dairymaid.  Yoo-it 
there,  yoo-it !" 

Puzzled  as  the  hounds  evidently  were, 
they  still  continued  to  thrust  their  muzzles 
among  the  grass  and  patches  of  sedges,  but 
with  little  apparent  enlightenment  as  to 
the  kind  of  game  they  were  expected  to  find, 
when  Rattler — a  badger-pied  and  noble- 
looking  hound — was  seen  to  feather  his  stern 
at  a  spot  he  stood  examining  with  greedy 
and  devouring  nostrils.  The  rest  of  his 
companions  flew  to  his  side,  and  before  either 
Trump  or  Nip  had  a  chance  of  snatching 
the  triumph  from  him — albeit  they  used 
their   best   speed    to   do   so — Rattler    had 
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thrown  his  tongue  and  announced  he  had 
hit  upon  the  drag.  Each  took  up  the  cry, 
and  with  heads  up,  made  the  air  ring  with 
music. 

"  I  told  ye,"  said  Tom  Piper,  with  a  repe- 
tition of  his  flourish ;  "  I  told  ye  they  were 
not  turnspits." 

To  a  loud  encouraging  cheer  from  Sir  Ed- 
ward, the  hounds  swept  forward  and  carried 
such  a  head  for  four  or  five  hundred  yards 
that  nothing  less  speedy  than  a  racehorse 
could  have  lived  with  them.  Nip  and 
Trump  cut  a  sorry  figure  as  they  struggled 
gasping  behind,  and  between  them  and  the 
"  field  "  a  still  wider  gap  was  left.  Pug,  it 
is  true,  although  he  shouldered  spade  and 
pickaxe  could,  with  little  more  exertion,  have 
placed  himself  in  a  more  prominent  posi- 
tion ;  but  he  gave  the  lead  to  his  master, 
who,  as  a  swift  runner,  was  scarcely  to  be 
beaten  by  any  cricketer  in  our  county.  Frank 
Martin  made  a  most  respectable  third ;  then 
came  Robin,  while  Tom  Piper  and  farmer 
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Stockley  staggered  and  puffed,  neck-and- 
neck,  at  a  considerable  distance  in  the  rear. 

Across  the  stream,  and  in  some  burly- 
blast  of  the  winter's  wind,  an  old  elm  pol- 
lard had  been  torn  from  the  ground,  and 
falling  on  the  opposite  side  now  formed  a 
kind  of  bridge.  Although  most  of  the 
roots  were  exposed  and  bare,  some  of  the 
topmost  branches  were  yet  green  and  full 
of  leaf,  and  here  the  hounds,  coming  to  a 
dead  stop,  and  thrusting  their  noses  under 
the  straggling  roots,  proclaimed,  wdth  noisy 
tongues  and  fiery  eyeballs,  that  they  had  run 
the  drag  to  the  holt. 

"  Now,  Pug,"  hallooed  Sir  Edward,  after 
making  a  hearty  cheer  ring  and  echo  far  and 
wide,  "  make  your  spade  and  pickaxe  click 
nimbly.  Let  me  see  you  unearth  him  hand- 
somely. Come  away,  come  away !  "  cried 
he  to  the  hounds  still  throwing  their 
tongues  at  the  mouth  of  the  holt.  "  Come 
away  !  "  continued  he,  blowing  a  small  horn 
which  he  took  from  a  pocket  in  his  shooting 
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jacket,  as  he  retired  some  distance  from  the 
holt. 

The  summons  was  obeyed  with  the 
greatest  alacrity,  not  a  little  increased  per- 
haps by  two  or  three  loud  cracks  of  the 
double  thong  wielded  by  Tom  Piper. 

"  Stop  one  moment,"  cried  Robin.  ^'  Let 
everybody  keep  a  sharp  look  out.  He  '11 
bolt,  perhaps,  and  get  backward  or  for'ard 
without  a  vent  being  seen  to  mark  his  course. 
Recollect  we  've  got  something  to  deal  with 
that  can  beat  a  slippery  eel  or  a  pike's  dart 
at  a  minnow." 

"  Quiet  and  quick,  eh?  "  said  Pug,  delving 
his  spade  deeply  in  the  turf. 

"  As  soaped  lightning,"  replied  Robin. 

Farmer  Stockley,  Tom  Piper,  and  Frank 
Martin,  under  the  immediate  directions  of 
the  wary  mole- catcher,  occupied  command- 
ing positions  on  the  river's  edge,  while  he 
remained  to  render  assistance  in  digging 
out  the  otter.  The  earth  was  thrown  up 
quickly  by  the  indefatigable  labours  of  Pug, 
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while  the  thick  and  straggling  roots,  which 
always  shield  a  holt,  were  severed  from  the 
strokes  of  Robin's  axe.  The  task  was  no 
easy  one,  and  large  beads  of  perspiration 
trickled  and  rolled  from  the  brows  of  each 
as  the  work  progressed.  Occasionally,  and 
at  the  imminent  risk  of  getting  a  severe  cut 
or  blow,  Nip  would  make  a  spring,  and  seiz- 
ing an  impeding  root  between  his  teeth  tore, 
scratched,  and  growled  in  the  highest  pitch 
of  frantic  excitement.  Trump,  too,  was 
not  a  whit  less  ardent,  although  he  evinced 
more  prudence  in  preserving  himself  from 
the  chances  of  danger,  and  sat  on  his  haun- 
ches watching  the  proceedings  with  a  rest- 
lessness of  demeanour,  which  almost  made 
him  forget  his  great  virtue  of  invariably 
maintaining  a  silent  tongue. 

"  He  vents !  he  vents !"  hallooed  Frank,  at 
the  pitch  of  his  voice,  as  the  otter  broke 
from  a  concealed  cavity  in  the  bank,  the 
entrance  to  which  was  under  water;  but  a 
long    line    of     bubbles    rising     to    break 
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on  the  surface  marked  the  course  he  had 
taken. 

Dashing  into  the  stream  up  to  his  middle, 
Sir  Edward  led  the  hounds  with  a  cheer 
which  roused  their  fiery  spirits  to  the  utmost. 

"  Get  for'ard,  Tom,"  cried  he;  "  we  shall 
view  him  directly." 

Right  and  left  the  hounds  swept.  Now 
rushing  along  the  bank  with  their  noses  to 
the  ground,  and  then  plunging  into  the 
water,  making  the  spray  fall  in  thick  showers 
around,  and  lashing  it  into  foaming  eddies. 

All,  with  the  exception  of  Eobin,  had  ran 
forward  in  the  line  the  otter  had  taken  when 
he  broke  from  the  holt ;  but  the  crafty  mole- 
catcher  and  Trump — to  a  mandate,  however 
tempting  to  disobey,  he  dare  not — remained 
behind  keeping  a  watchful  eye  in  the  rear. 
As  he  expected,  the  impatient  rush  caused 
the  otter  to  double  in  his  track,  and  he  now 
had  the  satisfaction  of  catching  a  glimpse  of 
his  flat  weasel-like  head  as  he  rose  amono- 
a  patch  of  rushes.     Heartily  Robin  gave  the 
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view  halloo,  as  Trump,  lost  to  all  self-re- 
straint, leaped  at  the  victim,  who  again  had 
to  seek  protection  in  a  dip  beneath.  But 
there  was  an  enemy  close  to  his  eel*  this 
time.  No  sooner  had  he  dived,  than  Trump 
gallantly  followed  in  his  course,  and  as  the 
hounds  came  up  in  a  body,  the  otter  broke 
from  the  water,  and  ran  along  the  bank  in 
view.  The  chase  now  became  hot  and  furious. 
With  their  heads  up  the  little  pack  raced  at 
him  like  greyhounds  from  the  slips,  and  again 
forced  him  to  seek  refuge  in  the  depths  below. 
"  Have  at  him,  Rattler  !  "  cried  Tom 
Piper,  running  with  an  activity  which  might 
have  puzzled  a  much  younger  man  to  out- 
strip. His  long  silver  locks  streamed  back- 
wards in  the  wind,  and  his  face  glowed  with 
health  and  spirits.  "  Have  at  him.  Rattler, 
Rubicon,  Rasselas,"  continued  he;  and  into 
the  water  Tom  jumped  with  no  more  hesi- 
tation than  if  he  had  been  suddenly  meta- 
morphosed into  a  fish. 
*  Tail. 
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"  That 's  right,  Tom !"  shouted  his  master. 
"  He  would  have  given  us  the  slip,  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  you,  Robin." 

"Ah,  sir,"  ejaculated  the  mole-catcher ; 
"  I  know  too  much  for  a  varmint  like  that 
to  beat  me^ 

"  Is  he  a  large  one  ? "  inquired  Sir  Ed- 
ward. 

"  The  largest  dog  otter,"  replied  Robin, 
in  a  deliberate  and  measured  tone,  "  that  my 
eyes  ever  beheld." 

"  He  's  from  the  Abbey  moat  then,  rest 
assured,"  rejoined  Sir  Edward. 

A  new  light  seemed  to  break  upon  the 
molecatcher's  brain  at  this  observation,  and 
he  added, 

"  He 's  from  the  Abbey  moat.  Sir  Ed- 
ward, as  sure  as  we  live !  " 

"  And  there  he  'Jl  point,  if  we  press  him 
hard,"  returned  our  hero. 

All  were  now  watching  for  the  re-appear- 
ance of  the  otter,  when  he  was  viewed 
swimming   on   the   surface  of    the    stream 
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some  sixty  or  seventy  yards  from  where  he 
dipped. 

The  velocity  with  which  he  went  was 
such  that  he  appeared  to  be  flying;  for  a 
strong  pinioned  bird  could  scarcely  have 
gone  fleeter  through  the  air.  Without 
waiting  for  a  nearer  approach  of  his  enemies, 
and  after  having  recovered  some  of  his  spent 
breath,  he  again  glided  under  water  and  left 
no  trace  of  his  whereabouts. 

"  Make  a  cast  for'ard,"  hallooed  Robin. 

"  Stay,  stay,"  shouted  Sir  Edward,  "  we 
shall  over-run  him.     Keep  your  eyes  — " 

"  It 's  not  work  for  the  eyes  now,  sir,"  in- 
terrupted the  molecatcher.  "  Make  a  cast 
for'ard  and  you  '11  hit  him  ofl*  to  a  certainty." 

His  earnest  manner  determined  Sir  Ed- 
ward, who,  without  making  an  observation, 
blew  his  horn  and  lifted  the  hounds  a  consid- 
erable distance  down  the  stream. 

"  Now  give  them  time,"  said  Robin, 
coming  to  a  standstill. 

Scarcely  had   he  spoken  when  Rubicon's 
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stern  feathered  as  he  paid  attention  to  a  par- 
ticular spot,  and  throwing  a  bold  challenge 
on  the  wind,  he  scrambled  up  the  bank  and 
rattled  straight  across  an  open  pasture. 

"  As  I  thought,"  continued  Kobin,  in  ec- 
stacy.     *'  He's  gone  for  the  Abbey  moat." 

The  rest  of  the  hounds  swept  in  Eubicon's 
wake,  and  as  they  ran  over  some  large  open 
fields,  which  sloped  gradually  from  the 
river's  bank,  remained  for  a  short  time  in 
view,  notwithstanding  the  racing  pace  at 
which  they  flew  along. 

It  was  struggling  with  difficulties;  but 
Trump  and  Nip  did  their  best  to  shorten 
the  distance  between  them  and  the  chase, 
and  although  it  was  sensibly  increased  at 
every  stride,  still  they  panted  on  with  un- 
diminished energy. 

The  "  field,"  it  must  be  admitted,  quickly 
made  a  sorry  exhibition.  Sir  Edward  and 
Pug  led  the  way,  but  fleet  as  they  were  the 
pace  was  far  too  good  for  them.  Frank 
Martin  held  his  late  respectable  position,  and 
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the  rest  were  so  soon  beaten  to  a  walk,  that 
it  is  impossible  to  place  either,  with  jus- 
tice, in  precedence  of  his  fellow. 

Within  two  miles  from  that  part  of  the 
stream  from  which  the  otter  broke,  was  what 
was  called  the  Abbey.  It  now,  indeed,  pre- 
sented nothing  but  a  small  portion  of  the 
western  wall,  and  that  was  so  mantled  over 
with  ivy  that  not  a  stone  of  it  was  visible. 
At  some  long  distant  day  a  wide  and  deep 
moat  had  surrounded  the  edifice,  and  from  the 
extensive  circle  which  it  embraced,  shewed 
that  the  religious  house  must  have  been  one 
of  the  largest  scale.  Blocks  of  stone,  rubbish, 
mud,  tall  rank  grass,  and  waving  bulrushes 
now  choked  the  Abbey  moat,  and  where  the 
cowled  monks  stored  their  carp  and  tench, 
efts  and  croaking  toads  were  only  to  be  seen. 

The  wild,  desolate  place  was  seldom 
visited;  for  strange  stories  were  rife  con- 
cerning what  might  be  seen  and  heard 
among  those  old  ruins  when  the  bat  and  owl 
were  on  the  wins;.     The  mole-catcher,  how- 
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ever,  was  one  of  the  few  to  whom  such  ter- 
rors were  but  the  idle  tales  of  village  gossips, 
and  he,  perhaps,  might  have  been  taken  for 
some  restless  spirit  which  had  burst  its  cere- 
ment, when  engaged  in  setting  night  lines 
for  silvery  eels;     It  was  during  one  of  these 
excursions  that  he  viewed  a  brace  of  otters 
of  the  largest  description  playing  in  a  deep 
pool  in  the  moat,  which  were  no  sooner  dis- 
turbed than  they  seemed  to  vanish.     Where 
they  went,  as  Eobin  declared,  it  was  impos- 
sible to  say;  for  there  was  no  outlet  from 
the  pool  but  a   soft  bed  of  mud,  and   he 
neither  saw  them  break  from  the  water,  nor 
was  there  a  seal  left  upon  the   ooze.     For 
weeks  afterwards  his  trap  was  set  with  the 
nicest  care;  but  in  vain,  and  it  began  to  be 
spread  abroad  that  he  had  met  with  more 
than  his  match  at  last  in  trying  to  catch  the 
devil,  or,  at  least,  two   of   his   emissaries. 
The  story  reaching  Sir  Edward's  ears,  he 
thought  it  probable  that  Robin's  brain  might 
have  been  clouded  with  an  extra  allowance  of 
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ale ;  but  the  mole-catcher  stuck  to  his  story, 
and  the  otters  of  the  moat  remained  a  mystery. 

As  straight  as  the  homeward  bound  crow 
flies,  the  hounds  held  their  course  towards 
the  Abbey,  and  were  long  out  of  sight  and 
hearing  of  the  foremost  of  the  stalwart 
runners. 

''  If  you  can  get  on,"  said  Sir  Edward,  as 
well  as  his  great  want  of  breath  would 
permit ;  "  do  so." 

Pug  proved  his  possession  of  the  power  by 
taking  a  decided  lead,  and  dipping  over  the 
head  of  the  hill  they  were  climbing,  led  at 
great  speed  down  the  sloping  glade  leading 
to  the  Abbey.  Throwing  his  keen,  strong 
eyes  forward,  and  long  before  he  arrived  at 
the  moat,  he  saw  the  hounds  with  Nip  and 
Trump  plunging  in  the  mud  and  water. 

''Shouldn't  wonder,"  said  Pug,  "but  he's 
beaten  us." 

The  hypothesis  appeared  likely  to  be  sub- 
stantiated, for  upon  his  coming  up  he  found 
the  united  pack  at  a  decided  check.  Round 
and  round  the  pool,  and  through  the  mud 
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and  rushes,  each  swam,  splashed,  and  floun- 
dered but  to  no  effectual  purpose.  Trump's 
movements,  however,  soon  explained  the 
cause  of  their  being  at  fault.  After  a  careful 
survey,  which  might  have  done  credit  to  en- 
gineering talent  of  the  first  quality,  he  began 
digging  with  might  and  main  on  the  top  of 
the  bank. 

"  Ho,  ho !  "  cried  Pug,  "  that 's  where 
he  is.  Gone  to  earth  in  a  drain,  eh !  from 
which,''  continued  he,  turning  to  his  master, 
"  we  couldn't  unesiYth.  him,  if  we  dug  from 
now  till  doomsday." 

The  rest  now  arrived,  and  one  and  all 
agreeing  in  this  opinion,  Sir  Edward  blew 
his  horn,  and  the  otter  of  the  moat  was  left 
secure  in  his  retreat. 

"  I  see  now,"  observed  Robin,  as  they  re- 
traced their  steps  homewards,  "how  the 
vermin  beat  me  before.  They  dived  from 
the  pool  into  that  old  drain  which  leads, 
perhaps,  into  the  middle  of  the  foundations." 

Tom  Piper  nodded  an  acquiescence;  but 
his  breath  was  too  far  spent  to  do  more. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

"  O,  melancholy ! 
Who  ever  yet  could  sound  thy  bottom  ?  find 
The  ooze,  to  shew  what  coast  thy  sluggish  crare 
Might  easilest  harbour  in  ?" 

Pained  and  distressed  as  Lady  Warren 
had  been  at  the  extravagant  and  wilful 
course  pursued  by  her  son  for  the  last  few 
years  of  his  life,  and  often  anticipating  the 
worst  consequences  from  it;  yet,  happily, 
for  her  present  ease,  she  entertained  no 
thought  of  the  ruinous  extent  of  his  debts 
and  difficulties.  That  portions  of  the  land 
had  gone  into  the  hands  of  strangers  she 
could  not  be  otherwise  than  cognizant;  but 
at  the  same  time  it  was  her  hope,  that  the 
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sums  so  raised  had  satisfied  all  existing 
claims.  Mister  Sharp  himself  stated,  during 
his  ward's  minority,  that  it  would  be  better 
to  dispose  of  some  of  the  off  farms  of  the 
estate,  in  order  that  the  liabilities  upon  the 
property  generally  might  be  cleared,  and 
although  much  more  had  been  sold  since, 
than  he  named  as  necessary  for  this  purpose, 
yet  the  protracted  differences  existing  be- 
tween her  son  and  the  lawyer,  led  her  to 
think,  that  the  sacrifice  might  be  the  result 
of  a  want  of  unanimity  and  good  manage- 
ment, rather  than  the  pressing  exigencies  of 
the  prodigal  and  spendthrift. 

For  a  considerable  period  not  a  word  had 
been  exchanged  between  Lady  Warren  and 
her  son  concerning  business  matters.  Imme- 
diately after  the  attainment  of  his  majority 
lawyer  Sharp  presented  the  accounts  of  his 
stewardship  for  inspection,  with  a  demand 
for  a  release  of  his  trust ;  and  this  form  was 
quickly  gone  through  by  Sir  Edward  seizing 
a  pen,  and  signing  his  name  to  the  deed  of 
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release  without  a  question,  or  word  of  coni- 
ment  being  made. 

"  Is  that  all  you  require  of  me  ?"  inquired 
Sir  Edward,  with  a  stern  voice,  and  still 
sterner  manner. 

"All,"  briefly  replied  the  lawyer,  and 
gathering  up  his  papers  he  quitted  the 
Grange,  not  to  darken  the  threshold  of  the 
door  again  with  his  shadow,  from  that  mo- 
ment to  this. 

Conflicting  were  the  opinions  entertained 
by  Lady  Warren  concerning  Mister  Sharp's 
integrity.  Her  late  husband  had  placed  the 
most  implicit  confidence  in  him,  and  his  af- 
fairs were  left  entirely  in  his  hands  and 
guidance.  At  the  same  time  she  could  not 
but  remember  that  sad  havoc  had  been  made 
with  the  property,  although  no  direct  cause 
could  be  assigned  inculpating  the  lawyer  as 
responsible  for  the  waste.  On  the  contrary, 
he  often  urged  the  necessity  of  limiting  the 
expenditure  to  the  income;  but  the  easy, 
good-natured,    open-hearted,  and    generous 
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baronet  only  laughed  at  the  legal  homily, 
as  he  called  it,  and  the  same  round  of  pro- 
fuse liberality  proceeded  without  check  or 
stop,  until  the  election  took  place,  to  which 
old  Tom  Piper  so  constantly  refers  in  the 
annals  of  the  past.  Then,  indeed,  the  costs 
attending  this  triumph  opened  the  baronet's 
eyes  to  the  stubborn  fact  that  he  had  gone 
to  the  full  extent  of  his  tether.  All  that 
could  be  turned  into  money,  and  everything 
on  which  money  could  be  raised,  had  to  be 
sold  and  mortgaged  without  delay,  and  even 
the  amount  so  got  was  not  enough.  Bonds 
and  bills  were  given  bearing  ruinous  inte- 
rest, and  upon  these  becoming  due,  pro- 
ceedings were  threatened  and  taken,  until 
from  being  one  of  the  happiest  of  men,  he 
gradually  sunk  into  a  confirmed  state  of 
melancholy,  and  at  length  died  broken  in 
spirit  and  old,  long  before  the  winter  of  his 
life. 

Mister  Sharp,  in  accordance  with  Sir  Ed- 
ward's dying  request,  undertook  the  entire 
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management  of  the  enthralled  estates,  and 
was  left  sole  guardian  to  his  infant  heir. 
With  the  strict  economy  which  the  lawyer 
enjoined  upon  Lady  Warren,  and  the  efforts 
he  made  for  gaining  time  and  accommoda- 
tiocL  from  the  creditors,  he  seemed  to  be 
using  his  best  energies  for  the  interest  of 
his  charge.  At  the  same  time  there  were 
whispers  abroad,  that  his  conduct  was  always 
governed  by  that  policy  which  served  his 
own  interests  best,  and  it  had  not  escaped 
Lady  Warren's  observation  that  he  appeared 
to  be  the  holder  of  many  of  those  securities 
on  which  had  been  charged  the  most  usu- 
rious sums.  In  the  unprotected  state  in 
which  she  found  herself,  and  being  totally 
inadequate  to  enter  into  any  investigation, 
Lady  Warren  felt  herself  compelled  to  si- 
lently submit  to  the  lawyer's  guidance,  and 
she  did  so  with  a  strange  mixture  of  confi- 
dence, doubt,  and  dread. 

As  soon,  however,  as  her  son  could]  lisp 
an  opposition  to  his  guardian's  wishes  and 
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directions,  he  never  failed  to  let  the  oppor- 
tunity slip  of  offering  the  strongest  in  his 
power.  A  sort  of  innate  antipathy  seemed 
to  be  born  with  him  towards  anything  pro- 
posed, suggested,  or  done  by  ''  the  ogre,''  as 
he  called  him — and  this  feeling,  perhaps, 
was  fanned  in  no  small  measure  by  the 
lawyer's  want  of  knowing  how  to  conciliate 
a  rebellious  spirit.  Indeed,  the  attempt  was 
never  made ;  and  as  the  boy  grew  towards 
manhood,  so  the  hostility  was  met  with  an 
equal  amount  of  adverse  determination. 

Indeed,  it  was  as  much  a  part  of  the 
lawyer's  nature  as  the  pulse  which  beat 
within  him,  to  oppose  by  force  all  that  which 
opposed  him.  No  matter  what ;  the  moment 
an  obstacle  presented  itself,  it  was  to  be 
removed  by  compulsion,  or  remain  for  lack 
of  power.  He  could  wield  the  tomahawk, 
but  knew  nothing  of  the  olive  branch,  and 
so  as  years  rolled  on  the  gap  widened,  and 
at  length,  yawned  between  the  guardian 
and  the  ward. 
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Loving  her  child  as  Lady  Warren  did, 
with  that  doating  fondness  which  a  mother 
can  only  feel,  she  was  blind  to  the  countless 
foibles  which  the  lawyer  often  dwelt  upon 
with  asperity,  and  as  frequently  urged  the 
necessity  of  chiding  and  correcting.  The 
fault  she  deemed  of  the  most  trifling  con- 
sideration, he  regarded  as  of  the  gravest 
kind.  The  smallest  tendency  to  be  generous 
was  called  by  him  extravagant  and  wasteful. 
A  burst  of  boyish  spirits,  attended,  perhaps, 
with  some  thoughtless  act  of  mischief,  met 
the  censure  merited  only  by  a  much  more 
serious  offence.  Not  a  wish  was  expressed 
requiring  the  smallest  outlay,  but  he  always 
refused  his  sanction  to  gratify,  and  in  the 
belief  that  he  was  only  checking  the  over- 
indulgence of  the  parent,  in  his  own  severity 
of  conduct,  he  at  last  succeeded  in  rendering 
his  presence  at  the  Grange  most  unpleasant 
to  Lady  Warren  and  insufferably  offensive 
to  our  hero.  Notwithstanding  this,  and  in 
spite  of  the  young  baronet's   quitting  the 
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room  whenever  he  entered  it,  with  ma- 
jestic strides  and  haughty  looks,  he  con- 
tinued for  a  long  time  his  periodical  visits, 
until  gradually  sinking  down  to  the  occasional, 
they  at  length  Avere  broken  oiF,  and  each 
became,  henceforth,  strangers  to  the  other. 

Not  but  this  became  a  cause  of  the  deepest 
anxiety  to  Lady  Warren;  for  having  no 
one  to  consult  but  Mister  Sharp,  she  felt  an 
indescribable  dread  of  what  might  ensue 
from  this  state  of  things,  and  perceiving 
that  the  heedless  and  wilful  spirit  of  her  ^0:1 
became  more  strongly  developed  as  he  ap- 
proached manhood's  estate,  her  fears  grew 
stronger  day  by  day.  In  vain  she  sought 
to  bring  about  a  reconciliation,  and  often 
urged  the  great  comfort  it  would  afford  her 
to  see  them,  at  least,  on  terms  free  from 
animosity.  To  this,  however,  Sir  Edward 
turned  a  deaf  ear,  and  rejected  with  fretful 
impatience  all  mention  of  the  subject. 

There  was  one,  however,  against  whose  per- 
suasive looks  and  words  he  had  to  steel  him- 
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self  with  greater  difficulty.      Until  the  dis- 
covery made  by  Maud,  through  Simon  Slip,  of 
her  father  being  in  league  with  old  John  Racket 
to  ruin  his  ward,  she  had  repeatedly  reproached 
him  for  his  unjust  suspicions,  and  passionate 
opposition    to   his  behests.       Yielding,    at 
length,  to  her  earnestly  expressed  wish,  he 
once  sought  to  bury  the  quarrel  of  a  life-time, 
and  acting  from  a  generous  impulse  stated 
in  a  few  frank  sentences  his  desire  for  a  re- 
conciliation, and  extended  the  hand  of  friend- 
ship without  reserve.    In  a  manner  as  frigid 
as  his  words,  the  lawyer  peremptorily  refused 
the  offer,  and  thus  set  the  seal  for  ever  upon 
the  bitter  animosity  existing  between  them. 
After  the  failure  of  this  attempt,  Maud, 
in  spite  of  the  repugnance  of  the  thought, 
began  to  entertain  a  mistrust  concerning  her 
father's  integrity  of  purpose.      Gradually, 
and  without  being  conscious  of  its  growth, 
the  lurking   doubt  increased   until  Simon 
Slip's  communication  confirmed  the  hateful 
fact  that  he  was,  indeed,  her  young  lover's 
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enemy — one  working  in  secret  to  his  ruin. 
When  there  was  no  room  for  doubt — when 
the  truth  was  stripped  of  all  disguise — 
the  daughter's  feelings  became  frozen  at 
their  source.  She  could  not,  dare  not,  re- 
proach him  with  his  perfidy ;  but  the  tale 
was  soon  told,  nevertheless.  From  that 
moment  she  shunned  him.  From  that 
moment  her  eyes  never  met  his  in  love, 
neither  did  one  endearing  tone  fall  from  her 
lips.  She  never  sought  him  once  again  in 
his  lonely  hours,  and  the  chair  which  so  long 
had  been  occupied  in  the  dark  and  grim 
looking  office,  was  allowed  to  stand  empty 
by  his  side.  And  there  the  lawyer  con- 
tinued to  toil  and  work  with  aching  brows, 
and  a  still  more  aching  heart. 

Sudden  as  the  change  was,  no  explanation 
was  either  offered  or  demanded.  By  some- 
thing more  than  could  be  expressed — by  a 
language  too  deep  for  utterance — it  was 
known  that  the  link  between  them  was 
severed.      There  was  no  why  or  wherefore; 
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no  question  asked,  and  no  reason  given  as 
to  the  cause.  Each  felt,  and  passively 
acknowledged,  that  the  tie  was  broken. 
Sometimes — and  for  a  time  not  unfrequently 
— Maud  felt  her  blood  run  shiveringly 
through  her  veins  as  she  raised  her  down- 
cast eyes,  and  found  her  father's  fixed 
sorrowfully  on  hers.  But  he  said  nothing 
— complained  of  nothing,  and  received  each 
altered  look  and  word  without  a  murmur. 
Estranged  as  they  were,  the  lawyer  still 
loved  his  child,  and  loved  her  not  the  less 
when  she  shewed  so  little  love  for  him. 

For  years,  from  her  earliest  childhood, 
Maud  had  been  a  constant  visitor  at  the 
Grange,  and  notwithstanding  the  differences 
which  had  arisen,  the  most  affectionate  inter- 
course existed  between  its  inmates  and  herself 
without  interruption.  Rose  Warren  was 
never  so  well  nor  so  happy  as  when  her 
young  and  light-hearted  companion  was  by 
her  side,  and  her  mother  regarded  her  with 
sanguine  hope,  as  one  destined   to  become 
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the  wife  of  her  indulged  and  wilful  son. 
For  there  was  no  one  who  could  curb  and 
check  his  impetuous  temper  as  ^'little  Maud." 
She  could  ever  soothe  the  wildest  burst  of 
anger  by  a  word,  and  turn  him  from  many 
an  ill-judged  and  inconsiderate  design  by  a 
persuasive  art  so  subtle,  that  she  herself 
seemed  ignorant  even  of  its  possession. 
There  was  no  withstanding  it,  however,  and 
an  attempt  to  escape  the  mesh  of  her  in- 
nocent power,  was  as  futile  as  the  struggles 
of  a  gnat  caught  in  a  strong  spider's  web. 

Lady  Warren  was  lovely  yet,  lovely  al- 
though in  years.  The  tresses  once  so  luxu- 
riant and  glossy,  were  now  streaked  with 
silver  hairs,  and  her  face  bore  the  ravages 
of  time  and  care;  but  still  there  was  the 
ruin  of  beauty  left.  Her  eyes  might  be 
more  dim  and  lustreless,  but  they  had  lost 
none  of  that  mild  and  soft  expression  which 
alone  shines  from  a  heart  possessing  neither 
guile,  enmity,  nor  wrong.  Her  footstep 
was  no  longer  light,  and  her  voice — scarcely 
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raised  above  a  whisper — possessed  a  melan- 
choly tone;  and  yet  its  sound  was  like  a 
chord  of  music,  sweet,  low,  and  sad. 

They  had  often  sat  before  that  old  case- 
ment. Rose  and  her  mother  loved  to  watch 
the  last  rays  of  the  sinking  sun  tip  the  tree- 
tops  with  gold  and  purple,  and  throw  long 
shadows  upon  the  ground  from  that  old 
casement.  It  was  a  quiet,  caressing  nook, 
in  which  they  seemed  to  be  most  happy 
when  together  and  alone.  It  was  here  that 
Rose  could  see  her  favourite  flowers  burst 
into  beauty  in  the  spring — and  there  were 
few  things  she  loved  better  than  flowers,  let 
them  be  never  so  simple.  Here  too,  she 
watched  the  cawing  rooks  return  in  their 
slow  and  stately  flight,  at  eventide,  and  the 
wild  pigeon  seek  her  roost  in  the  tall  dark 
shade  of  the  fir. 

The  same  delicate  uncertain  health — a 
flickering  between  strength  and  decay — 
continued  to  render  poor  Rose  a  confirmed 
invalid.     It  was  seldom  that  she  ventured 
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out,  and  then  only  when  the  wind  came 
from  the  balmy  south  and  the  sun  shone 
bright  and  warm.  Before  the  old  diamond- 
latticed  casement,  therefore,  they  often  sat. 
It  was  a  quiet,  caressing  nook  in  which  they 
seemed  to* be  most  happy  when  together 
and  alone. 

"  I  had  a  strange  dream  last  night,"  said 
Rose,  pressing  her  hectic  cheek  closer  to 
her  mother's  as  she  supported  her  in  a  half 
reclining  attitude  with  an  arm  twined  about 
her  waist,  "  a  very  strange  dream !  "  contin- 
ued she,  musingly. 

*' And  what  might  it  be,  dear  girl?"  in- 
quired Lady  Warren.  "  Let  me  hope  'twas 
nothing  but  a  happy  one." 

"Nothing,"  rejoined  Rose,  quickly;  "no- 
thing but  of  the  purest  happiness." 

"  Then  let  me  hear  a  recital  of  it,"  rejoined 
her  mother.  "Perhaps,"  continued  she, 
smiling,  "  I  may  be  able  to  interpret  the 
vision,  and  predict  coming  events  by  their 
shadows." 
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"  It  was  but  a  simple  dream,"  resumed 
Rose,  "and  yet  if  I  live" — she  paused^— 
"  even  to  become  old,  I  shall  remember  it  as 
freshly  as  I  do  at  this  moment." 

"  I  am  quite  interested,"  returned  Lady 
Warren.  "  Pray  let  me  be  a  sharer  in  that 
which  is  so  gratifying." 

"  Methought,"  commenced  Rose,  "  I  was 
in  a  garden  alone,  to  which  there  seemed  no 
bounds.  As  far  as  the  eye  could  reach 
there  was  nothing  but  trees  and  flowers  of 
the  brightest  hue  and  varied  shade.  Jets  of 
the  clearest  water  rose  from  the  surface  of 
an  interminable  lake,  and  broke  in  glittering 
spray  high  in  the  air  like  myriads  of  falling 
diamonds  in  the  sunshine.  Swans  as  white 
as  drifted  snow  floated  on  the  still  and  glassy 
water,  and  so  silently  glided  in  their  course 
that  not  a  ripple  was  left  behind.  And 
then  the  songs  of  birds  broke  in  one  wild 
chorus  upon  mine  ear,  and  yet  so  measured 
in  the  strain  that  the  harmony  was  perfect 
Darting  from  bud  to  blossom,  the  brightest 
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winged  insects  buzzed  and  flitted,  and  among 
all  appeared  nothing  savouring  of  decay  or 
death — but  meP 

The  shades  of  evening  closed  deeper  still. 

"  I  know  not  why,"  continued  Kose,  *'but 
in  that  gay  scene  I  felt  my  happiness  could 
only  be  complete  were  others  sharers  of  it, 
and  I  then  prayed,  dear  mother,  that  you 
and  Maud,  and  Edward,  were  by  my  side. 

Deeper  the  shades  of  evening  fell  around. 

*'  Bright  and  brighter  yet  the  sun  shone,*' 
resumed  Rose.  "  High,  and  higher  yet  the 
waters  played,  and  the  birds  trilled  forth  their 
sweetest  notes,  loading  the  trembling  air 
with  music ;  and  still  I  prayed,  dear  mother, 
that  you  were  with  me." 

Darker  grew  the  shades  of  evening. 

"  As  I  knelt  in  supplication  a  thin  floating 
mist  fell  like  a  veil  around.  Not  a  leaf  nor 
spray  moved  and  all  was  hushed  in  silence.'* 

"  And  was  this  the  termination  of  your 
dream?  "  asked  her  mother,  moved  to  tears. 

"  Not  quite, "  replied  Rose.     "  The  mist 
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gradually  faded  from  my  sight,  and  as  it  did 
so" —  she  clasped  her  hands  together  and 
added — "  I  saw  that  my  prayer  was  heard.  " 

These  were  her  last  words : —  "  I  saw  that 
my  prayer  was  heard." 

Faint  and  fainter  beat  the  pulse.  In  a 
soft  calm  slumber  she  seemed  to  fall,  and  so 
it  proved;  for  ere  the  night  was  far  spent 
Rose  Warren  was  found  wrapped  in  the  long, 
deep,  and  unbroken  sleep  of  death. 
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